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CHAPTER I. 
A MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANOE, 


“Tam afraid the boy has been murdered.” 

Andrew White, the great Wall street broker, swung 
himself slowly arvund in his revolving chair as he spoke, 
and faced his confidential clerk. 

“Tt is a most remarkable case,” said the clerk. 

“Remarkable!” echoed the broker, “it igs more than 
remarkable. It is outrageous !” 

The clerk studied the excited face of his employer for a 
moment, and then asked : 

“Have you conferred with the police officers this morn- 
ing ?” 

“T have not,” was the impatient reply. “‘I am disgusted 
with the police officers. They draw fabulous sums of 
money from the city every year in salaries, and yet cases 
like this are of almost daily occurrence here.” 

“Tt might be well,” suggested the clerk, ‘‘to state the 
ease to the chief of police in person.” 

“That has been done,” was the reply, 
come of it.” 

“Still,” insisted the privileged confidential clerk, “I 
have great confidence ia the police officers. You must 
ve:pember that at the present time they have a very tough 
gang of criminals to deal with.” 

“Well,” said the broker, obstinately, “they are doing 
nothing in the matter of the strange disappearance of my 
nephew. They. only know what we all know, that he left 
his hotel at about the usual time, one week ago to-day, 
that he came here fora moment, and that none of his 
friends have seen him since.” 

“Do you know,” said the clerk, musingly, “that I some- 
times think he has voluntarily left the city ?” 

“That is nonsense,” replied the broker. “He had a busi 
ness engagement with me involving a large sum of money 
three days ago. He wouldn’t be likely to voluntarily miss 
that, would he?” 

“His fortune is quite large, isn’t if?” asked the clerk. 


‘‘and nothing has 


“Yes,” answered the broker, proudly, “Harry made a 
million in five years, out in the West.” 

“And he is still on the right side of thirty,” exclaimed 
the clerk. “He is a lucky fellow.” 

“ He made several fortunate ventures in mines and cat- 
tle ranches,” said the broker. “Young as he is, you don’t 
meet a better financier than Harry White.” 

“He has a bright future before him,” said the clerk. 

“A bright future!” repeated the broker. ‘“‘He may be 
at the bottom of the East River, for all we know! He 
mav have been beaten or drugged into idiocy, and ruined 
for life! 

“Well,” said the clerk, after a pause, “ if the public offi- 
vers fail, there are the private detectiv es.” 

The broker sprang to his feet. 

“That reminds me,” he exclaimed, “that Chief Byrnes 
recommended the employment of a private detective. He 
even offered to use his influence in securing the services 
of a man he had iu mind.” 

“Tt ought not to be difficult to secure the services of a 
private detective,” said the clerk. “There are thousands 
of them in the city with nothing to do.” 

“Very true, but Chief Byrnes would recommend but 
one man,” said the broker. 

“Did he give you the naive of that one 

“ Certainly.” 

“T have had some experience with detectives,” said the 
clerk, who had once served a city newspaper as criminal | 
reporter. ‘‘I wonder if I know him?” 

“Vou undoubtedly do.” was the reply, “for he isa fa- 
mous man in his line. His name is Nick Carter.” 

“Nick Carter !” 


man?” 


s 


The ¢ clerk’ S exclamation indicated both jnoredaliy a and 
surprise. 

“Yes,” said the broker, ‘‘Chief Byrnes recommends 
Nick Carter.” 

“It is easy for Chief Byrnes to recommend Nick: Car- 
ter,” said the clerk, ‘‘but it is not so easy to secure his 
services. Nick Carter is the foremost detective of the 
age, and a very busy man.” 

“Well,” said the broker, “Chief-Byrnes informed me 
yesterday morning that Mr. Carter had about decided to 
take the case. Have you ever seen Nick Carter ?” 

tt Yes. oP) 

‘‘Describe him.” ! 

‘‘Medium size, oldish, gaunt,” said the clerk, concisely. 

‘““Toesn’t much resemble one’s ideal of a fanouts detect: 
ive, eh?” 

“Not at all.” . 

The broker turned back to his desk, and the clerk re- 
newed his struggle with a long column of figures. 

Presently a knock sounded on the door, and in response 
toa word from the broker, a messenger boy from. the - 
main office thrust his shrewd little face into the private 
room. 

“A man to see Mr. White,” he said. 

The broker looked up from his work with an exclama- 
tion of impatience on his lips. 

“Who is it?” he asked. 

The boy grinned. 

‘Looks like Teddy de Tough, from de Bowery,” he said, 
imitating the tone and manner prevalent in the best cir- 
cles of the thoroughfare named. 

“What do you mean, you young rascal?” demanded the 
broker, angrily. “Ihave no time to waste on Bowery 
toughs. Say that lam engaged, and in the future bea 
little more eareful of your manners.” 

The boy winked at the confidential clerk and closed the- 
door. 

“‘T must get rid of that urchin,” 
back to a pile of unanswered letters. 
unbearable.” 

The words were hardly out of his mouth when the door 
opened again, and the boy entered the room. 

He advanced to his employer’s desk, placed a card on 
a letter directly under the’ broker’s nose, and started 
away. 

The broker picked up the card, read the two hastily 
written words it contained, and tossed it over to his 
elerk. 

“Now,” he said, ‘‘we shall see what Jight your famous 
detective will be able to throw on the ¢ase.” 

The card bore the name of Nick Carter. 

“Shall I show de tough in?” he asked. 

“Ves,” said the broker, “you may show the tough in.” 

The next moment a young man, who answered well to 
the brief description given by the boy, entered the room. 

The clerk gazed at the new-comer in unmistakable 
amazement. 

“That is not the Nick Carter I know,” he thought. 

The broker’s manner, too, evinced amazement, mixed 
with disappointment, 

He recovered himself in a moment and pointed toa 
chair. 

‘‘Be seated,” he said. 
know why you are here.” 

The detective smiled in evident enjoyment of the con- 
sternation of the two men. 

“*T wonder,” he thought, “if they expected me to arrive 
in evening dress, and in a carriage with. my name on the 
door?” 

“Tam here,” he said, ina moment, “at the request of 
Chief Byrnes. He is very anxious to solve the mystery 

eonnected with the disappearance of your nephew.” 

“T understand,” said the broker. ‘‘Chief Byrnes was 
kind enough to suggest that you might be induced to take 
the case, and I instructed him to engage you on your own 
terms 3 
The confidential clerk arose to leave the room, but his 
employer stopped him. 

“You may remain,” he said, remembering the olerk? 8 
previous experience with detectives. “It is possible we 
may need your advice.” 


E 


said the broker, going 
“His manners are 


“T received your card, and I 
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Nick studied the faces of the two men keenly for a mo- 
ment, and then asked: 
“Does the case, so far as your knowledge extends, re- 
main exactly as it was yesterday morning?” : 

“Yes,” was the reply. “I have heard nothing from my 
nephew since my interview with Chief Byrnes. Has any- 
thing of importance been discovered ‘since then?” 
“Yes,” said Nick, “something has been discovered.” 
The broker’s face took ona look of eager expectancy. 
“Don’t keep me in suspense,” he said... “Tell me what 
you know.” eae 

Tne detective took a well-used and beautiful meer- 
schaum pipe from his pocket and laid it on the desk. 
_*Do you recognize that?” he asked. 

Mr. White examined the pipe with trembling fingers. 

“Yes,” he said, “I recognize it. It belongs to my 

“nephew. He had it in his possession on the day before his 

disappearance. Where did you get it?” 

“First,” said the detective, “allow me to ask you a 
question. When did you last see your nephew?” 

“Qn the day previous to his disappearance.” 

“Was he alone?” 

“He was.” 

“Had he been drinking?” 

The broker flushed slightly. 

“JT thought he had,” he said. 

“At what hour did you see him 2” 

“ Just before twelve o’clock.” 

“Did he at that time mention any engagement for the 


— afternoon?” 


~not-an inch difference in height, and not five pounds 
‘difference in weight.” 
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ing?” 


“T think not.” 

“Did he say anything about having a friend in the city 
—atfriend from the plains?” 

“ He did not.” 

“Was he in need of money ?” 

“Certainly not. His draft is good for a million dollars 
here. Why do you ask that question ?” 

“Because,” replied Nick, slowly, ‘‘the person who 
pledged this pipe gave your nephew’s name as his own. 
We must find that person.” ase 

“Tmpossible!” 

Without seeming to notice the exclamation, Nick stood 
up and threw back his shoulders. 

“Tell me,” he said, “how | compare with your nephew 
in height and in weight.” 

“T should say,” answered the broker, “that there was 


Nick sat down with a pleased look on his face. 

“Tow was your nephew dressed when you last saw 
him?” he asked. 

The broker smiled. 

“He was alway» eccentric in his dress,” he said, “and 
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“Do you know whether he was alone or not?” 

‘“My cashier saw no one with him.” 

“Have you examined the receipt he gave for the 
money ?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Ts the signature genuine 2” 

“Yes, it is genuine,”-replied the broker. 
ask that?” 

“It is a part of the case,” replied Nick. 

At that moment the messenger boy appeared in the 
office again. 

“ A note fer Mr. White,” he said, laying an envelope on 
the desk, and staring at the detective. 

The broker opened the envelope, read the slip of paper 
it contained, and sprang excitedly to his feet. 

“Harry is all right!” he shouted. “Read that.” 

He handed the slip of paper to Nick as he spoke. 

This is what it contained : 


“Why do you 


“My Dear Uncie:—I am all right. Will explain when I see you. 
Yours as ever, Harry.” 


“He might have saved me both worry and expense by 
writing several days ago,” said the broxer, sulkily. 
Nick handed the note to the confidential clerk. 


“Do you know the young man’s signature?” he asked. ° 


a6 Yes. 94 

“Does that look like it?” 

“T think go.” 

“What?” exclaimed the broker, “do you think the note 
a forgery ?” 

“TI have expressed no opinion regarding it,” said Nick. 

The broker scanned the writing carefully. 

“It does look strange,” he said. ‘‘What do you think 
of it, Mr. Carter ?” 

“T don’t like the looks of it,” was the reply. “Find out 
who left itaf you can.” 

The broker disappeared, but returned in a short time. 

“A seedy looking fellow threw it on the desk in the 
puclic office,” he said, “and went away before any one 
could ask him regarding it. Perhaps we had better keep 
at work on the case.” 

“TI think so,” said Nick, arising to go. “Promise me 
thatif he comes here, and asks for money, you will de- 
fain him, and send word to the chief of police.” 

“That is a strange request,” said the broker, “but I 
promise.” 

‘And be sure and leave word with the cashier,” added 
Nick, “for he may call during your absence. You may be 
sure he will not call while you are here.” 

“T don’t understand what you mean,”-said the broker, 
“but I shall do as you say.” 

As the detective opened the door to leave the room, the 


never seemed able to get the West out of his garments. 
When I last saw him he wore a neat dark suit of fashion- 
able make, and a huge white cowboy hat.” 

“You would recognize the hat again?” 

“IT think so. He had a way of throwing it down any- 
where, and on the day in question he marked it slightly 
with red ink by tossing it on my clerk’s desk. We both 
noticed the stain when he went out.” 

“Did he ask for money that day ?” 

“Te did not, but before he left he stated that he should 
want quite a large sum on the following morning.” 

“Did he call for the money the next day, the day of his 


disappearance ?” 


‘“Yes: but I did not see him.” 

“Who gave him the money ?”... « 

“The cashier.” 

“ How much did he draw ?” 

‘““Wive thousand dollars.” 

“That,” interrupted the confidential clerk, ‘‘don’t look 
as if he needed to pawn his pipe, does it ?” 

No one noticed the remark. : 

‘Was it customary for your nephew to draw sich large 
sums of money without seeing you personally ?” | 

“Vas, The cashier usually gave him whatever he asked 
for. He spends a good deal of money, but not enough to. 


‘amount to half of his income.” 


messenger boy almost fell into his arms. 

After the manner of precocious office-boys, he had been 
listening at the key-hole. 

“Say, Cully,” he said, grinning up into Nick’s face, 
“T’m onto your game. You’re a detective.” = 

“Well,” said the detective, with a smile, “what of it 2” 

“Dere’s a bloke out dere a-watchin’ you,” said the boy, 
‘fan’ Pll go you a half dat he’s onto you, too.” 

“Where is he?’ asked Nick. : 

The urchin advanced down the passage and stood look- 


{ing out into the street with his nose pressed flat against 


the glass panel of the door. 

“He’s gone now,” he said, “but he was dere by dat rig 
a little while ago.” 

“Tell me what he looked like.” ie 

‘*Huh,” said the boy, ‘‘he’s a dead tough mug... Gimme 
a dollar.” 

The detective seized the boy by the collar. 

“Tf you keep me waiting for a description of the fel- 
low,” he said, “J’ll hand you over to a policeman.” 

When Nick went away he had a good description of the 
fellow, and the boy was richer by a silver dollar. 


CHAPTER IT. x 
CHICK GETS INTO TROUBLE. 


It was useless to look forthe spy in crowded Wall 
street. 


3 


oe Nick, theretore, entered a carriage and was driven to a 
small hotel on Chatham square. 

ae Karlier in the day he had made an appointment to meet 
oa Chick, his assistant, there. 

f In working cases in New York city, the detective made 
it a point never to hold conferences at his own residence. 

Only relatives and very intimate frends knew where 
the famous detective lived. 

Even his nearest neighbors were ignorant of the fact 
that the quiet, unassuming occupant of the elegant man- 
sion next door was the celebrated Nick Uarter. 

This relieved his family of the dangerous entangle- 
ments connected with the detective’s hazardous business. 

Another thing, in making appointments he rarely chose 
the same place twice, and rarely appeared in a disguise 
the second time. 


Owing to these precautions, he was entirely unknown 
to the clerks and frequenters of the little hotel he now 
sought. 

His first act, after reaching the place, was to change his 
disguise. 

He entered room No. 47, made up-as a Bowery sport. 

A few moments later he left it dressed as a-middle-aged 
gentleman, wearing a quiet brown suit, and English side 
whiskers. 

As the suit he wore that day was reversible, and as he 
invariably carried the minor articles necessary for a shift 
with him, the change on this occasion was easily and 
quickly made. 


After leaving the room, he found Chick waiting for him 
in the small reading-room facing the square. 

“You seem to be making a good start,” said Chick, 
with a smile, as soon as they were seated ina quiet cor- 
ner of the room. 

“Tam not so sure of that,” was the reply. 

“You always do good work,” said Chick, “when you 
catch a shadow early in the case.” 

Nick’s mind went back to the incident at the broker’s 
office, but he waited for Chick to go on. 

“So you think I’ve caught a shadow?” was all he said. 

“Tam sure of it.” 

“Ts he in sight now?” asked Nick. 

“Yes. He stands there by the door.” 

Secure in his new disguise, Nick arose and strolled to 
the street entrance. 


The man standing there answered perfectly to-the de- 
scription of the fellow the messenger boy had seen loung- 
ing in front of the broker’s office in Wall street. 

He was dressed in @ new suit, wore gloves and a modest 
tie, and his shoes. were newly polished, but his face and 
manner revealed his true character—the character of a 
Bowery tough. 

On the left side of his face, partly concealed by a stubby 
mustache, was a small scar. 

The character of the mark was unmistakable. 

In some rowdy fight, or some criminal ndertaking, the 
fellow had been struck there with a knife, and two 
stitches had been used to draw the edges of the wound to- 
gether. 


The marks of the surgeon’s work were still plainly to 
be seen. 

After noting every detail of the fellow’s dress and ap- 
pearance, the detective strolled back to his assistant. 

“‘“He must have followed me in a carriage,” he said, 
“for I came at a rattling pace.” 5 

“That is exactly what he did,” replied Chick. 
there by the door when he got out.” 

““He’s'a good waiter,” said Nick. “i suppose he has 
been standing there ever since I went up stairs.” 

“Yes, he’s waiting for you to show up again.” 

“He will have to wait a long time,” said Nick, after re- 
lating what had taken place at the broker’s office. 

(hick looked puzzled. 

“T can’t quite get it through my head,” he said. 

“What sticks you?” 

“That note. What do you think of it?” 

“ Bogus.” i 

“But why should they send it at all?” 

“To pave the way for getting more money.” 

“Getting more money? How?” 


“T stood 
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“The man who pledged the pipe on Avenue A person- 
ated Harry White, didn’t he?” ; 


“Certainly, unless Harry White pledged itin person.” - 
“Well, he did no such thing. Now, what is to prevent. 


the crook trying the same game at the. broker’s offiee, in 
the absence of the broker, of course?” 

“Do you think he would dare do that?” 

“It looks as if he meant to try it.” 

‘But the note—why should he send that?” 

“For three reasons.” 

“State them, please.” 

“First, to quiet the fears of the broker. Second, to get 
the police pulled off the case. Third, to make it easy for 
the false Harry White to procure money by calling at the 
office during the absence of the broker.” 2 

“T begin to cateh on.” 


“The note was a necessary part of the scheme,” contin-: 


ued Nick, “but the fellow who sent it did not figure on its 
genuineness being questioned. Crooks always leave a 
screw loose somewhere.” 
“What do they think about it at the office?” 
“They are inclined to think it’s all right, but the broker 
wants me to keep at work on the case.” 
“Tf the fellow goes there. the first thing he will do will 
be to ask for a large sum of money ?” ae 
“Yes, a large sum for the reason that he can try the 
scheme but once.” 
“ Will the cashier pay it?” 
“No; I have stopped that.” 
Chick reflected a moment. 
“Tt’s the boldest scheme I ever heard of,” he said. 
“What are you going to do next ?” 


“We must watch the office for the counterfeit Harry 


White, and we must follow that fellow who stands by the 
door.” 


“Whatis your idea abcut that fellow? Why was he 
hanging around the office?” 

“Waiting for the broker to go away.” 

“Then you think they will work the personation scheme 
to-day ?” 
“T haven’t a doubt of it, if the broker goes away.” . -~ 
- “It would be a great joke,” said Chick, “ifit should 
turn out that Harry White both pledged the pipe and 

wrote the note.” 

“There is no danger of that.” 

As he spoke, Nick touched his assistant on the arm and 
directed his attention to the door. 

The man who had followed Nick to the hotel had _ been 
joined by another, and the two now stood in the door- 
way, studying the faces of the people in the reading- 
room. 


Ina moment they turned away, and paused on the 
walk in front of the hotel. 

“T don’t like the looks of that,” said Nick. 

“T fail to see anything significant about it.” said Chick. 

“They are looking for theman who was followed here, 
and looking for him ina rig different from the one in 
which he came here,” said Nick. “That shows that they 
understand that they are dealing with a detective.” 

“You must have been stirring them up,” said Chick. 

“TJ didn’t get much sleep last night,” replied Nick, 
with a smile. 

‘What progress did yon make?” 

“T succeeded fairly well. I learned that on the day be- 
fore the disappearance of young White, he met and be- 
came chummy with a cowboy from the West.” — 

Chic laughed outright. ' 

“Probably a cowboy from the west bank of the East 
River,” ho said. 

“You have hit it exactly,” said Nick. “The fellow was 
a New York crook, dressed to catch the eye of the young 
man.” 

“And it caught him?” o-= 

“Certainly. The fellow really exhibited some knowl- 


edge of the West. and talked familiarly of various out- — 


posts of civilization which young White knew like a 
book.” } 

*“ All probably learned for the occasion.” 

“T presume so. They were first seen together at the 
hotel bar, where they both drank heavily.” 


| 
A f 


w 
f 

i 

if 

f 


No. 180. 


NICK CARTER LIBRARY. 


- 5D 


a my 


“This was on the day previous to White’s disappear- 
ance ?” 

“Yes. They were out together all night, and early in 
the morning they went to the hotel for breakfast, and 
then started down town together, probably after money.” 

‘“White would be likely to need some by that time,” : 
said Chick. 

“Well, Harry drew five thousand dollars, and none of 
his friends have seen him since.” 

““Have you heard from him since ?” 

“Yes. From the broker’s office, the two men, the 
schemer and the victim, went to a notorious saloon in the 
Bowery, not far from this place.” 

“And that is why you selected this hotel as the point to | 
work from, of course?” 

#6 Yes.” 

““Well, where did they go next?” 

“The trail ends there. The next scene inthe tragedy 
that we know anything about took place at the pawnshop | 
on Avenue A, where the pipe was pledged.” 

“By aman who was dressed like Harry White, and 
who gave Harry White’s name as his own?” 

oe Yes.” 

“Well, what has become of Harry White?” 

“T think he is still alive.” 

“Have you located the crowd to which the seeming 
cowboy belongs ?” 

“T think so.” 

‘‘And they are not men who kill ?” = 

“No; they are the famous “Peter Players” of the Bow- 
ery.” 

Shick gave a low whistle. 

“The stuff sometimes kills,” he said. 

“They give a pretty stiff dose,” was the reply, “at least 
four ordinary doses in one, but I have never known it to| 
kill a man.” 

“Whatis the stuff?” 

‘*Morphine.” 

“T guess Harry White will have no further use for the, 
million he made in the West,” said Chick, 

“T think he will come out of it all right if we do our 
work well,” replied Nick. or 

“Vou are unusually contident.” - 

“Hverything points that way,” was the reply. “These | 
fellows are trying to get more money out of the case than 
they found on his person. If they don’t make the scheme | 
they are now trying to work, they will make an effort to 
get the large reward which is offered for him.” 

“That’s cheeky, too.” 

‘Yes, they will put Harry in the way of some crooked 


‘private detective, and so get most of the reward.” 


“Well,” said Chick, ‘it’sa hard crowd. What next?! 
Our friends out there seem to be getting impatient. 

“Vou are right,” said Nick. “They are getting ready to 
go away. You must make a quick change, and follow 
them. Here’s the key to my room, No. 47.” 

“Where shall I meet you?” 

“Tf you succeed in following them, we shall probably | 
be brought together before long. Go now, and don’t even 
look in this. direction when you come down with your 
new rig on. Those fellows out there are mighty sharp.” 

Chick hastened away, and infive minutes came down, 
looking like a street cleaner on a spree. 

-He walked straight by Nick, and stopped on the walk 
a few feet from the men he was watching. — - 

In a short time they turned away and walked up the 
Bowery. 
~ Chick followed on, and finally saw them enter one of 
the most notorious criminal resorts on the street. 

Satisfied that the fellows had not observed him at the 
hotel, he entered the place, and walking up to the bar, 
ordered a glass of beer. 

The crooks he had followed into the place were not in 
sight, but plenty of others were standing around talking 
and drinking. 

Back of the bar was a door leading into another room, | 
and the detective knew from the reputation of the place 
what that meant. 

The saloon was a famous rendezvous for “ Peter Play-, 
ers,” and Chick understood that the private room was the 
place where the victims were drugged and robbed. 


He had no doubt that the men he was following were in 
that room. 

“What I ought to do,” he thought, “is to get in there, 
but I guess it will be a tough job to do it.” 

After drinking part of his beer, Chick threw himself 
into a chair at 2 small table, and seemed to go to sleep. 

Through his half-closed eyes, he could see 4) ¢ 
moving about in the saloon, and the voices off 
who were talking in cautious tones but a few 
where he was sitting, came quite distinctly to hi 

‘“‘The boys made quite a stake,” one of them said. 
. ee ” was the reply, “but the fools are likely to spoil 
it-all.” x 

**How so?” : E ae 

“They are making a very foolish play for more money.” 

“That man has some sense,” thought Chi¢k. “ He ought 
to be employed to teach the crooks their business.” 

“My ideais,” continued the fellow, “to get what you 
can at the very first whack, and get out.” 

“I thought there was something up,” said the other. 
‘They act so mighty mysterious.” 


Just then the door of the private room opened, and one 


: Of the men Chick was after stepped out. 


The detective could see that he was talking earnestly 
with the bartender, and that he stood at theend of the 


bar, so as to be able to observe everything that was going 


on in the room. 
Chick was too far away to hear what-they were saying. 
He was congratulating himself that he had struck the 
right place, and that the end of the case was not far 


;away, when the crook advanced to the place where he 


was sitting and knocked off his hat. 
Chick, pretending to be sound asleep, never moved a 
muscle. 


“What do you want things like this sitting around 
for?” demanded the crook, turning to the bartender. 

“Oh,” was the careless reply, “he just blew in and sat 
down to sleep off his jag. Let him alone.” 

“Anybody here know him ?” 

There was no answer. 

“You'd better fire him,” said the crook, in a moment. 
“You can’t tell what he’s here for.” 

“Chuck himin the back room,” said the bartender, 
‘‘and let him brace up.” 

The fellow got Chick on his feet, and half dragged him 
toward the rear end of the saloon. 

The detective made no opposition, and soon found him- 


| self in an ill-smelling place, half store-room and half coal- 


house, back ot the saloon. 
There the crook dropped him and turned away. _ 
There was no door to the room except the one opening 


into the saloon, and the one window was at least six feet 


from the floor, and crossed with heavy iron bars. 

Chick remained in the position in which he had been 
placed for a long time, then he’arose and walked stealth- 
ily to the door. 5 ! 


He could hear men talking in the saloon, but could not 
hear a word of what was being said. 

Having located hismen where he knew he could find 
them again, he was anxious to get out of the place. 

Still, the crooks were evidently suspicious, and he was 
afraid that he would be stopped and questioned, should 
he attempt to go away so soon. ce 

He cautiously opened the door a trifle and listened, to 
ascertain if they had left the place. 


Then he heard the door.back of the bar slam violently, 
and the next moment the door at whitch he stood was 
thrown open. 

He tried to stagger out, but was caught by the shoul- 
ders and forced back into the room. 

At that instant-he heard a tiny panel in the wall shut 
with a snap. 

He had been watched from the room opening from be- 


‘hind the bar. 


“Let up on that drunk business,” said the crook, stand- 
ing over him with a revolver in his hand. ‘‘You were not 
drunk when you crept up to this door. Now what are 
you here for?” 

The open door-way of the room was now filled with 
angry and excited faces. 
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“Charley's caught a spy,” shouted one of the onlookers. 
“Knock him out,” said another. 
“Drop him in the sewer,” exclaimed a third. 
_. rhe bartender now forced his way through the crowd, 
“and stood by the side of the detective. 


began to press into the room, and, for an in- 
e door-way was clear. 

There was only one man holding the detective. 

Quick aga flash, Chick struck out with his right, send- 


ing the fellow headlong to the floor, and darted away. 
” Cate him,” shouted the fallen man. ‘Don’t let him 


get away. f 
By this Chick was half-way to the street door. 
The chances for escape were now excellent. 

Then a muscular tough arose from a chair, in front 
the screen, and struck viciously at him. 

Chick dodged the blow, and landed jhis left on the fel- 
low’s bull-like neck. 

He went down, but, in falling, caught the detective by 
the leg, pulling him to the floor. 

In a second, the crowd of crooks were on his back. 

There was no chance to draw a weapon, or to defend 
himself in any way, except with his fists, and they were 
wholly inadequate. 

Striking this way, and that, and exerting all his great 
strength, the detective finally struggled to his feet, but 
the odds were too great. 

The next moment, he was knocked senseless to the 
floor. 5 


CHAPTER. _IIl. 
A HOT CHASE, 

After Chick’s departure, Nick Carter hastened to the 
nearest telegraph office, and sent the following dispatch : 

“Anprew Waurrr, broker, Wall street :—Meet me in the corridor at 
the post-office at once. Don’t neglect to leave word with the cashier to 
detain, by force if necessary, the man we spoke of, if he calls during 
your absence. N } a 


of 


2 


Having sent the message, Nick called a hack, and was| 
driven to the post-office. 

In a few moments, the wondering broker left his office, 
and started for the same place. 

In front of his place of business, he was accosted by a 
man who laid one gloved hand familiarly on his shoulder. 

“T want to consult you about a stock purchase,” he 
said. 

_ The broker drew away impatiently. 

‘““Go to my manager,” he said. “I have an important 
engagement at this hour.” 

“How long shall you be absent ?” asked the other, care- 
lessly. 

“‘An hour, at least. Possibly, all day,” was the hasty 
reply. 

ny can’t wait,” said the other, shortly. .“Good-day.” 

The broker dashed away to keep his appointment with 
the detective, and the man hastened away in another 
direction. 

“Has your nephew shown up yet?” asked Nick, witha 
smile, as the two men met. 

The broker shook his head. 

“T called you away,” said Nick, “in order to give the 
man who wrote that note, a chance to present himself at 
your office.” 

“You are still positive that it was not my nephew who 
wrote it?” asked the broker. 

“Yes,” replied the detective, “the events of the last 
hour prove that. Has any one talked with you about the 
possibility of your being at your office all day ?” 

The broker was about to reply in the negative, when he 
remembered his recent interview with the stranger. 

“Yes,” he said, “a total stranger halted me as I stepped 
out of my door, a few moments ago, and wanted to talk 
with me about a stock investment.” 

“Well?” 

“T informed him that [ could not attend to him at that 
time, and he asked how long I should be away from the 
office.” : 


little money with him, at that time. 
for him to replenish his stock of ready cash.” 


“But here we are. 


would be the signal for a fight for liberty. He will not. 
attempt to play the nephew with you, you may be sure.” 


“can’t you place him under arrest at once?” 


“Ah!” Sse he Ss 

“T told him that I might be absent all day.” Ses: 3 

A pleased expression came to the face of the detective, 

“You couldn’t have done better,” he said. “That may 
be the very man we want.” 

“What do you mean?” gasped the bewildered broker. 
“Do you think I have been face to face with one of the 
persons implicated in the crime againt my nephew 2” 

“T haven’t a doubt of it.” ei 

“Why should he stop me? Why should he ask me that 
question ?” 

“He wanted to know how much time he has to work — 
in,” was the reply. 

~The broker looked puzzled. 

“TI can’t conceive of any one going there and represent- 
ing himself as my nephew,” he said. sae 

“Stranger things than that have happened in the city,” = 
answered the detective. ‘If he goes there at all, he will Se | a 


| go at once, and will go straight to your private office.” 


“Knowing me to be away? Yes. Goon.” = 
“He will make a great fuss about not finding you in, 
and will sit down to wait for your return.” 
“The daring rascal.” ; 
“But, knowing that your stay may be short, he will not 
wait very long.” 
“T understand.” 
“He may even go out, and return, but, eventually, he 
will go to the cashier and ask for a large sum of money.” = 
“Don’t the fellow understand that he is taking big ee 
chances?” suid the broker. ‘He is risking everything on | ee 
this one trick.” ; 
“That is very true,” was the reply, “but he seems will- 
ing to take the chances. Only for my dropping in there 
this morning, he would have received the money.” 
“You are right there,” said the broker. ‘It is a fortu- 
nate thing for me that you took the case.” 
“The question now is,” said Nick, as- the two men 
walked along, “will the cashier sueceed in detaining the 
fellow until we 1each the place?”~ 
“IT don’t think we’}]l find any one the 
broker, as they approached the office. ~q 
“That may be,” said’ Nick, “but the expe 
worth trying. Everythin 
being some one there.” 
The broker shook his head, doubtfully. 
“First,” said Nick, “the man who was with your _ 
nephew on the day of his disappearance, and the day be- 
fore, doubtless saw him draw the five thousand dollars.” 
“Most undoubtedly. He probably never lost sight of 
the young man from the time he accosted him, until he 
had the money in his own hands.” 
“Then he understood how easy it was for your nephew 


re,” said the 


e experiment was 
g points in the directi yn Of there 


to get money, even in your absence ?” 


“Of course.” a 

“Then all he had to do was to deceive the cashier ?” 

ce Veg? ‘ 

“And, after the note, the chances of his doing that 
were very good ?” 

“Tt seems so. 


ul 


The only wonder is, that they did not 


drug or murder the boy during the long night they were 
together.” 


“You forget,” said Nick, “that your nephew had very = 
They were waiting 


“JT never thought of that,” said the broker. “Nick 


Carter, you must be a very clever man.” 


“Tt is as plain as the nose on your face,” said Nick. 
Step in here a moment.” _ 
Ashe spoke, Nick drew the broker into a stair-way a 


few doors from his own office. : 


‘‘What are we waiting for, now?” asked the latter, im 


patient at the delay. 


“T must go there alone,” was the reply. es wee 
“Why 9” : = 
‘‘Because if the man we want is there, your appearance 


PP 


“Suppose he does make a break,” said the broker, 


Nick smiled. 
“That would bring about 


more or less shooting,” he — 


cccg SP esas 


iis 
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F Harem 
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and there is no neces;ity of endangering the lives 
our clerks.” 

Wor Heaven’s sake,” said the broker, “tell me what 
you mean to-do. Surely we would not come out second 
best in a shooting contest with one man.” 

“But we should have more than one man opposed to 
us,” said Nick. ‘Depend upon it, the fellow has confeder- 
ates within call. Besides, I do not intend to make an ar- 
rest at this time.” 

‘“‘Not make an arrest?” echoed the broker. 

“Certainly not.” 

“Why not?” : 

‘Because that would give the fellow a chance to make 
terms with you.” 

‘How so?” 

“Tf you had the leader of the gang safe behind the bars 
now, wouldn’t you feel like giving him his liberty in ex- 
change for the return of your nephew, safe and well?” 

The broker hesitated. 

“You are acting on the theory,” he said, ‘‘that it is pos- 
sible for the fellows to restore my nephew to me, unin- 
jured.” 

“Certainly. Answer my question.” 

“T shall have to answer yes,” was the reply. “You see, 


it would be to me a most unsatisfactory proceeding to) 
send one man to prison, and leave Harry in the power of 
his confederates.” 


“To be murdered for spite,” added Nick. 

The broker shuddered. - 

“You are right,” he said. ‘‘T shall not presume to ques- 
tion your judgment again.” 

“No arrest will be made,” said Nick, “until I find your 
nephew, and when we do find him, you had better take 
charge of his money and pack him off to the West again. 
New York seems to be a little too swift for him.” 

“That is good advice.” 

“‘Now,” said Nick, ‘‘we have lost valuable time here, 
but I wanted you to understand the case. You remain 
here while I go to the office. When you see me leave it, 


you may enter and go about your business as if nothing 


had happened.” 

“Don’t keep me in suspense,” said the broker. 
me know the result as soon as possible.” 

A moment later, Nick stepped into the broker’s private 
office. 

The cashier, and the confidential clerk sat there, in con- 
versation with a man wearing a fashionable cut suit, and 
a large white cowboy hat. 

On the rim of the hat was a smeer of red ink. 

The detective, with difficulty, concealed his satisfaction 


at the outcome of his plans. 


“Let 


“The fellow makes up well,” he thought. “I don’t won-. 


der that the men are deceived. 

Without waiting to learn what the men were talking 
about, Nick stepped to a standing desk, wrote a note, and 
handed it to the cashier. 

The note read : 

“Don’t exhibit surprise when you read this. Send the fellow away, 
and follow him to the door. Detain him there until you receive a sig- 
nal from me. Show this to the clerk. Nick Cartmr.” 


The cashier and the clerk read the note quietly. 
They behaved superbly. 
Their faces evinced no emotion. 


For the second time that day, the confidential clerk 


gazed helplessly at the detective. = 
He nodded to the cashier, bowever, and arose to his 
feet. 
‘The order shall be filled,” said the cashier, carelessly. 
Then he turned toward the seeming cowboy. 


“Mr, White does not return,” he said, “and I have no, 


more time to give you at present. Come when he is here, 


and get your money.” ; 

“But I need it at once,” said the seeming Mr. Harry 
White: --— =. 

‘‘T have my orders,” was the cashier’s reply. 

An ill-concealed expression of rage flitted over the fel- 
low’s face, but he arose without another word, and start- 
ed away. 2 

The eashier walked with him to the street door, and 
stood there for a moment talking with him. 
Nick closed the door of the private oftice, and then the 


eyes of the confidential clerk almost popped out of his 
head with wonder at what he saw. 


| Nick removed his whiskers, attached a heavy mustache ~ 
to his upper lip, reversed his coat, and discarded his hat — 


for a dilapidated derby which he found lying on the top 
of the broker’s desk. Pee 
This done, he turned to the clerk with a smile. ~ 
“Do I resemble the man who called here th 
or the man who just came in?” he asked. 
“Not at all,” replied the confidential clerk. 
“The costume is a mixture of both,” said Nick, “and I 
didn’t know but it might give me away.” =| 
The detective then stepped to the faucet, saturated a 
spongé with water, removed the ruddy loek from his 
face, and the polish from his shoes, and ithen walked to 
the door. ; ee 
In all the experience of the clerk, he had never seen se 


He Jooked on in wonder. 

“When Mr. White returns,” Nick said, ‘‘tell him that T 
am out on the mission we talked of, and that things 
couldn’t be in better shape.” s 

The clerk nodded, and Nick passed out into the public 
office, where the clerks were all talking of the sudden re- 
turn of the missing man. 

A moment later, when the counterfeit Uarry White, 
[turned away from the cashier, at the door, Nick walked 
on/after him. 

“He won’t wear that hat long,” thought the detective, 
“for the police officers have an accurate description of the 
man he is personating, and just at present it would be 
‘awkward for him to be obliged to answer questions put 
by the police.” 

The occurrences of the next moment showed that Nick 
was right in this surmise. 

The fellow sprang into a close carriage which was evi- 
'dently waiting for him, and was driven away. 

When Nick saw his face at the glass door, a moment 
later, he had removed the conspicuous kat, and put ona 
glossy silk tile, which, of course, had been left in the car- 
riage when he entered the broker’s office on his dangei- 
ous mission. 

Nick was fortunate in finding a carriage close to the 
one.taken by the crook.” 

He stepped inside, in order to get out of sight as soon as 
possible, and called the driver to the door. 

“Hollow the carriage just ahead,” he said to the driver, 
“until it stops, then observe where the occupant goes, and 
‘inform me. Don’t keep close enough to attract attention, 

and don’t drive up to the place where the other carriage 
‘stops. Understand ?” 

The driver grinned, nodded, aud took his seat. 

| Had Nick been able to see through the front of the 
vehicle, he would have seen a series of signals pass be- 
tween the driver of his carriage, and the driver of the one 
taken by the crook. : : 

After alternately loitering, and speeding through vari- 
‘ous streets, the carriage Nick had taken, turned into the 
Bowery a short distance above Chatham square. 

“Tt seems,” thought Nick, ‘that I located the working 
ground of the gang accurately enough. I wonder if 
Chick’s trail brought him back here?” 

Presently the carriage stopped, and in a moment the 
driver stood before the open door. 

“The chap you want went into that corner saloon,” he 
‘gaid, ducking his head toward the west side of the street. 
Nick looked out. : 

The other carriage was not in sight. : 

“Which way did the other carriage go?” he asked. 

The driver pointed up the Bowery. 

| “Jt went that way,” he said. oe 

| The detective alighted, paid the hackman liberally, and 
sent him away. 

| He did not see that the fellow merely drove around 4 
corner, left his rig there, and walked hack to a position 
where he could watch the movements of his former em- 
ployer. ‘ : 

The saloon pointed out, was a noted resort for crooks of 
every grade, and the detective did not enter at once. _ 

Hie reasoned that he had traced the man he was after, 
to his headquarters, and believed that he could find bim 


{ 


e 
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So 


there at any time, as he was mere than “lilebly to g0 ee One of the crooks finally cae to the bartender, and. 
to meet his confederates. held a short conversation with him. 
After visiting several places in the neighborhood, and| Then the latter stepped to the door opening from behind 
supplying himself with a quantity of cheap pencils at aj the bar, and gavea peculiar. knock on it. 
@aricty store, Nick entered the corner saloon, and walked 
“ap tothe bar, tective had seen at the broker’s office, stepped out. 
ibs?” he asked, holding outa eHieek. He had changed _ his dress and appearance, but Nick 


: der shcok his head. had no difficulty in recognizing him. 
2 ” he said, shortly. “They don’t mean to let me out,” Nick thought, “o 
ught w Cigar, lit it, and stood leaning against the | that fellow would not have shown up? I wonder if Harry 
bar smoking. White igs in that room, or in some room opening ss 
‘‘A man wot has ter work fer a livin’ don’t stand no jit?” 
show,’ ’ ke said, addressing the mixer of drinks. Nick finished the game, felt for his revolver to see that 


“If we bought of every man that comes along,” said the |it was ready for use, and started for the door.. 
bartender, “we wouldn’t have no money left to-pay rent 


with,” CHAPTER IV. 
The detective smoked a while in silence, and then ap- A GAME OF BLUFF. 
roached, one after the other, the various groups star din ee aes 
at the Bec cas aes ae When Chick fell to the floor in the saloon where Nick 


Carter now stood face to face with the crooks, he was not 
seriously injured. 

In fact, he recovered consciousness in time to realize 
that he was being carried into the room he had just left. 
the detective cautiously, and sat down. , een We ee Sul Pee orevnne Ee 

ar ob) apPppec C ¥ Sin i 
ae hey want to poke Ht they've gut a.sure thing,” thought It would be suicide to attempt to fight such a crowd, 

e ‘and besides, he had a curiosity to know what the crooks 
idid with the men they slugged there, for he knew that he 


He sold no pencils, however, and finally threw himself 
down in a chair in seeming disgust. 

‘Tf I can’t sell pencils,” he said, “I can play cards.” 

A couple of toughs stepped up to the table, glanced at 


In a short time, a lively game of “set-back” was in 
progress. 

The stakes were a quarter a game, with an extra quar- 
ter for every “set-back,” and Nick lost steadily. 

This put the toughs in good humor, and they were | 
goon talking very freely. 

He did not want to seem too anxious to play, however. 

After losing several games, he made a motion to leave 
the table. 

“T can’t stand this,” he said. ‘‘I don’t have no luck.” 


place. 

He understood that he was in'a dangerous position, but 
he thought there was less risk in keeping still than in 
fighting with such heavy odds againrt him. 

“The fir st voice he heard after being laid on the floor in 
the store-room was that of the bartender. 
| ‘‘Now you have done it,” said that wor thy, angrily. 

“Tidn’t I tell you to get the bloke out of my place before 
The toughs ur geod him to continue the game, and. he ‘you done for him? You'll have the whole police depart- 
took another hand, |/ment here the first thing you know.” S 


Just then two men entered the place, and stopped In| One of the erooks bent over the prostrate detective and 
front of the bar to talk with the bartender. listened ae some e indication oF life. 


In say me that the tr ails w yORES pr Eopae! y bee Chiek < Tite e, 
and hinvelf together during the day, he had stated the) GbIOK held. bis bronth, and lay Uke a log, Tag 
ease correctly. heavily 5 the hea w her! Pe Dice it. 

The new-comers were the men hie k had followedaway| “T guess he got a hard blow,” said the crook. “ What is 
from the hotel on Chatham square. to be done with him now 2” 

ca | Zuess we have them bunched,” thought the detect- “Put him in the cage,” said the other crook, the one 
ive. ‘‘I wonder where Chick is? He can’t be far away.” with the scar on his face, ‘‘until night, and then dump 

Then, sitting there with his keen eyes taking in every | him in the sewer.” 
detail of the place, Nick sew the driver he had employed} “J qdon’t like that.” 
step inside the door, and beckon to the two men who had “Ttis the only way,” was the reply. “He’s a detective, 
just entered. |and in disguise, as you can see for yourself, and the mo- 


An unpleasant sensation crept over the detective. /ment ‘he gets out he’ll bring a wagon- dend of coppers 
He was then certain that he had been trapped, that he | here.” 


had been brought to the place by a member of the gang| “ Where’s Charley ?” asked the other. 

he was trying to run down. “He’s in the room back of the bar,” said the mixer of 
There was no doubt that he bad taken a carriage which! drinks, “ but -you’d better Jet him alone. _ Efe didn’t get a 

was waiting in Wall street, for the confederates of the | cenedown on Wall street, and he’s in an ugly mood.” 


AS 


man who had entered the broker's office. soe | The detective’s pulse quickened with hope. 
In a moment, the husky voice of a fellow sitting not far f the leader of the gang had returned from the broker’s 

away reached his ear. ape: he must have done so while he was in the store- 
“Wot did dey do wid de sneak wot dey pitched inter de| room. 

back room?” he asked. | Heknew that Nick meant to watch the office, and the 
This was another surprise for the detective. chances were that he had shadowed the fellow to the sa- 
The question indicated that Chick had been detected, | loon. 

and was in trouble. “Of course he wasn’t in the place when I got this blow,” 
He listened intently for the answer, but none came. thought the detective, “or he would have taken a hand in 


The man who had been questioned was not drunk ; the fight; but Iam sure he was not far away.” 
anough to want to discuss events which came under his| Chick was right in this surmise, for at the time of the 
ebservation there. | fight Nick was purchasing the pencils which he afterward 
In the meantime, the hackman and two crooks were | exhibited in the salocn. 
holding a whispered conversation behind the screen which; Had Chick remained in the room five minutes longer, 


eoncealed the bar from the street. Nick would have been there to help him. 
Nick played his cards deliberately, but he v was thinking} The crooks finally decided not to disturb Charley, and 
fast. the detective was carried up a long flight of stairs and 
If Chick was in trouble, how could he help him? thrown on the floor in-a small inside room. 


His business there was known, and the chances wére| “There,” panted one of the crooks, “now we’ll tie him, . 


that he would have all he could do to get out of the place and leave one of the men on watch outside the door.” 

alive. | “What's the good Uf tying him?” said the other. ‘He 
He blamed himself for not having changed his disguise won’t get over the effects of that blow before night.” 

before entering the saloon. . L “Tts safer,” said another, producing a rope, and pro- 


It was opened almost instantly, and the man the de- — 


was not the first one who had been knocked out in that ~ 
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coeding to bind the seemingly unconscious man hand ona ¥ Not ay hon m tied up here. I watch it.” 


foot. * All right,” replied Chick. “Ill try it. If you have lied 
-This accomplished, they left the room, locking the door! to me I’ll come back here and cut your throat.” 


“Td rather you’d cut these ropes,” said the fellow, 
With a grin. 

Chick took the large key mentioned by the crook, 

gagged the fellow with his own handker chief, and. went 
| out, locking the door after him. 

He found the passage and the outer door as deeee ied: 
and was soon in the open air of the street. 


Ina moment, Chick heard them talking to a third man 


“Tf he makes any noise, or tries to get out,” one of 
them was saying, “open the door and give him a crack on 
the head.” 

The fellow grunted out some reply, and then all was 


still. : : A. short distance up the Bowery was a little hat store 
Then Chick opened his eyes and looked around. where Chick frequently traded, and where his oceupation, 
The only light in the room came from the transom over |if not his name, was well known. 

the door, and the place was heavy with Shadows. In fact the proprietor had assisted him more than once 
“The first thing,” thought the detective, ‘‘is to see what| in uiak ing and changing disguises. 

sort of a knot that fellow ties. Chick hastened to this place, saluted the proprietor 
It was a bad knot, and the rope was harsh and stiff, so| smilingly, and beckoned him into the back room. 

the detective released his hands with very little diffi-| “Do you ever 0 into the corner saloon?” asked the de- 

culty, and the rest was an easy matter. tective, as the door closed. 


Thinking the prisoner was badly injured, and relying “ Occasionally,” was the reply. “I like to size up the 
on the sentinel outside, the crook had not been very par-| toughs who hang around there.” 
ticular in doing the tyi ing. : ; “That’s good,” said Chick. “Now I want you to goin 
“The next thing,” thought Chick, “is to see what kind |there and buy a cigar, while I make a change, and see 
of stuff the fellow outside is made of. I’m glad they told | what’s going on.” 
him to open the door if I made any noise.” “They had a fight there a little while ago,” said the 
His revolvers had been taken by the crooks, but Chick | hatter. 
had no doubt that he would be able to master the watch-| ‘Yes, I know,” said Chick, with a smile, “and I sus- 


man in a hand-to-hand fight. pect they will have another before long. Got any cork 

He approached the door and began to shake it softly. | here?” 
- In a moment he heard footsteps on the outside, and! “Yes. Want some?” 3 

then the key was turned in the lock. ‘Just enough to burn and black with. I’m going to do 
The watchman opened the door far enough to stick his} the negro act when I leave here.” 

head into the room, and ealled out: The hatter started off on his mission, and Chick went 

“You keep still, or I'll come in there an’ put you to} to work on his change. 

sleep.” When the hatter returned, he found a flash-looking 
There was no reply, and the fellow stepped into the| young negro waiting for him in the room where he had 

room to see what was going on. left Chick: 
Chick, standing by the door, seized him by the throat} ‘What did you learn in there. ?” ; 

with both muscular hands, and forced him to the floor. “There’s something unusual going on,” was the reply, 
“Make a loud sound,” he whispered, “and I’ll choke | ‘but I couldn’t find out much about it.” 

the life out of you.” “Why do you think there is something unusual going 
The fellow stopped struggling instantly, and lay on the! on?” 

floor in a half unconscious condition. “Because three of the biggest crooks in the city stand 
Chick’s first move was to close and lock the door. talking in whispers in front of the screen, and they seem 
Then he removed the watchman’s weapons, and bound | to be watching a man in the back of the saloon.” 

him with the ropes which had been used on his own per- “ What kind of a looking man?” 

son. : “‘T couldn’t see his face. He sits there play ing ecards.’ 


By this time the fellow had partially recovered from| Chick thanked the hatter, laid the price of a box of 
his choking, and lay gazing at the detectivein stupid! cigars on the table, and walked aw ay. 


wrath and astonishment. He stopped in front of the saloon and stood in the 
_“You’re the first man that ever got the best of me in! entranc e, with his hands in his pockets. G 

that way,” he said, ina moment. “You must bea whale} Presently he heard a scuffle in the saloon, and, turning, 
in a fight.” - | saw Nick struggling with three men in front of the 


“Unless you want to feel the edge of your own knife,” | screen. 
replied the detective, “you’d better lie stiH, and answer| Two of the men were the ones he had tracked to the 


my questions.” place. : 
““Vou’ve got the top hand,” said the fellow. “My thr oat) The third one, the hack-driver, he did not know. 
feels like I'd been stcung up toa tree.” Nick saw and recognized him as he opened the door 


“That will come in due time,” said Chick. “Now tell|and sprang into the saloon. : 
me where the young fellow your crowd captured and} Exerting all his strength, he sprang away from the 


robbed a week ago is hidden.” three men and bounded toward the door. 
‘*T don’t know.” In an instant one of the crooks drew a revolver. 
Chick lowered the knife to within an inch of the fel-! Before he could raise it, Chick had him covered. 
low’s throat. “Hol’ on, dar,” he said, in his best negro dialect, “I 
“Tell me,” he said, “or Pp ll finish you right here.” don’ see no t’ree men on one. Put up dat gun, mister, or 
‘<ragh* said the crook, “do you think them fellers. let |I’llt done blow de head off you.’ 
me know all about their ‘business ? IT should say not.” But the crooks. were nervy and desperate, and sprang 


After talking with the fellow until he was satisfied that | forward. 
he really did not know of the whereabouts of young| The men in the back part of the saloon rushed forward 
Harry White, Chick tur ned his attention to another} to the assistance of their companions. 
point. | Then a fortunate thing happened. 
“Tell me the way to get out of the building without be-; The door of the store-room was hastily thrown open, 
ing seen by the men in the saloon,” he said. ‘and a man, evidently laboring under strong excitement, 
“That's easy enough,” said the fellow. ‘‘There’s a little | entered. ie ae tee 
passage next to thisroom. Turn down that, and keepon| ‘“There’sthe devil to pay up stairs,” he said. “Go up 
until you come toa door. Unlock the door with the big) there, some one, quick.” 
key you took out of my pocket, and there you are.” | This divided the attention of the crowd of crooks, and 
“Where will that take me?” ithe two detectives had no difficulty in making their 
“To a stair-way opening on the street a door ee the escape. 
saloon.” ' Go great was the excitement in the saloon that for a 
“Is it watched ?” moment no one followed sus 


ee 
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When at last the crooks 
tectives were nowhere in sight. 

“Now,” said Nick, ‘‘we must shed these clothes as soon | 
as possible, and get back there. There is a bath-house 
down here with a side entrance. We can go in there, | 
pay in advance, and go out without being observed.” 

The plan was successful, and the detectives were soon 
back on-the street in entirely different rigs. 

“T guess you were responsible for the trouble 
stairs,” said Nick, as they walked along. 

Chick explained what had taken place, and was in turn 
posted in regard to Nick’s experiences. 

“Tf don’t see how the fellow I tied got loose so soon,” 
added Chick. ‘I thought I was doing a good job.” 


up 


did get into the street, the de 


The fact was that the fellow had succeeded in remov- 


ing the gag, and had alarmed the crooks occupying neigh- 
boring rooms with his’ cries. 

“ Well,” said Nick, “we’ve got the gang dead to rights, 
but it is evident that Harry White is not there.” 

“Why do you think that?” 

“Because the place is too public. The fellow you 
captured was right in saying that. the leaders do not trust 
such as he with their secrets. Some of the gang would 
be sure to catch on if they left him there long, and then 
there would be too many to share the money they found 
on his person.” 

“T think you are right.” 

“What we’ve got to do now,” continued Nick, “is to 
find where this man they call Charley, the leader of the 
gang, hangs out: when heis away from his crowd. Harry 
White is there, sure.’ 

“We can do that by staying here and following him,” 
suggested the assistant. 

*T don’t know about that,” said Nick. “There has been 
a good deal of shadowing in this case now, . The crooks 
know that they have been shadowed from the broker’s 
office, and that their headquarters on the Bowery have 
been invaded, so they will be very careful.” 

“T’d like to get into that room behind the bar,” said 
Chick. 

“Pil give you a chance before the case is finished,” 
was the reply. 

Nick was made up as an old man, with long white hair 
and whiskers. 

He purchased a cane of a street merchant, and feanea 
heavily on it for support. 

Chick could not help laughing at the comical appear- 
ance of his chief. 

“You have every appearance of being a thousand years 
old,” he said. 

“IT am glad of it,” was the reply. 
just as old and helpless as possible.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

‘I'm going to find one of the men I played cards with 
and pump him,” was the reply. 

“Vou are safe enough in that rig,” said Chick, 

“While I am doing. that,” continued Nick, “you keep 
cases on the saloon. We've got to gather those fellows 
in before long.” 

Chick had arranged his clothes so as to look like a 
erook disguised as a countryman. 

He looked like a young man fresh from the farm, so far 
as his garments were concerned, but the manner in whch 
he made up his face gave the clothes away. 

His nose and cheeks were red, as if from much drink, 
_ and his eyes had a tough look about them. 

‘“That double disguise ought to take,” said Niek. ‘‘You 
ean play the bunco man to perfection init, because every 
crook you meet will think himself extraordinarily sharp 
because of having penetrated it. It was a great idea.” 

The detectives were not far from the saloon, and Nick 
kept his eye on the door as he talked. 

Presently one of the men he had played cards with 
came out. 

As he passed, Chick accosted him. 


““T want to appear 


‘ oy mange a roll wid if to-day, just de same,” said Chick. - 
E: 


“Dis old gent wants ter find out w’ere Charley lives. 
wonder if he’s got any money ?” 

“Charley who?” asked the crook. 

“Oh, come off,” replied Chick; “I ain’t mentionin’ no — 
names. Ask him what Charley’s name is.” 

The fellow turned toward the seeming old man. 

‘Tay tas said Chick. ‘You may have him.” 

‘*Look here, * said the crook, appr oaching Nick, 
you lookin’ after 2” 

“Charley.” 

“Charley who?” 

The seeming old man laughed harshly. 

“‘T guess you don’t know him,” he said, ‘‘although I’ve 
seen you with him more than once.” 

“Where?” 

“At Castle Garden.” . 

Nick knew that he could not make a mistake in men- 
tioning that place, for the gang he was after made a busi- 
ness of working the immigrants who landed there with — 
money. 

‘What do you want of Charley?” was the next ques- 
tion. 

“T have business with him.” 

“Anything in it?” 

“No; [want to warn him. UHe’s in danger.” 

ss Well, it’s mighty funny you don’t know where to find 
him, if you know him so well,” said the crook, sus- 
piciously. 

The fact was that he was talking with the seeming old 
man because he believed him to be a spy. 

“He told me,” was the reply, “that I was to come to 
some place up town, but Iam old and eer ay 

“Go. to the saloon, then.” 

“T am not to go there. I may be followe}. ead: -night.” 

Nick turned away, but the crook followéd him. 

He stood in mortal fear of Charley, and was afraid that 
he would get into trouble by refusing to aid the old man 
in finding him. 

He was not quite sure of-the old fellow, but he looked 
so old and helpless that he decided to risk it. 

“Come on,” he said, “and I’ll] show you where the boss 
lives.” 

This was exactly what Nick did not want. 

He wanted to go to the house alone and change his 
costume before entering. 

To go there with the crook would. be to be taken before 
the leader of the band at once, and that would spoil every- 
thing. 

He watked along, however, trying to think of some 
plan by which he could secure the information he wanted, 
and get rid of the fellow. 

It was now quite dark, and they were walking ina 
quiet street, west of the Bowery. Just ahead wasa police- 
man in uniform. 

Waiting until no one was in their immediate vicinity, 
Nick seized the crook by the throat and threw him to the 
ground. : 


Yr. 
“who 


a 


CHAPTER V. 
THE WOMAN IN THE CASE 


‘The crook struggled fiercely for a moment, but he was 
little more than a child in the powerful grasp ‘of the great 
detective. . 

“You see that policeman there?” asked Nick, as soon as 
he had the fellow safely in hand. 

“Yes. You'll get us both run in.” 

“Well,” said Nick, “I’m going to have you run in.” 

“You are?” 

“Yes; and the charge I make against you depends 
upon yourself.” 

“ How does it?” 

“‘Tell me where your leader lives, and instr uct me 
about getting into the house, and Ull make a charge of 


“Say,” he said, in a mysterious whisper, after reaching , disorderly.” 


the fellow and taking him by the arm, ‘‘do you know that 
old chap?” 

The fellow glared at Chick angrily. 

“Oh, go pull off dat country rig,” he said. 
_gives you dead away. See?” 


‘Yer mug. 
{ 


““And if f refuse?” 

“Then [ll put a charge of burglary against you.” 

The detective saw in a moment that he had made a hit, 
The crook weakened. 

He gave the desired information about the house. 
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“Now tell me how to get in,’ 
the house in his mind. 

“You can’t get in,” was the reply. 

“Lean try. Hurry, the officer is coming.” 

: ae have to show up in the vestibule and be exam- 
ined.’ : 

“All right,” said Nick. “I think Lean work it. Now 
I’m going to turn you over to this policeman, just to keep 
you out of the way until I gét done with the leader. 

--you have told me the truth you will get out in the morn- 
ing. If you have lied, you’ll go over the road.” 

The fellow declared that he had told the truth. 

Then the officer came up and Nick whispered a few 
words in his ear. 

The crook was astonished at the respect with which the 
seeming old man was treated by the officer. 

He was soon handcuffed and started for the station. 

“Who is that fellow?” he asked of the officer. 

‘Nick Carter,” was the reply of the careless custodian 
of the peace. 

“The devil. If he’s after the gang, it’s all day with 
them.” = ies 

“You bet it is,” replied the officer. 

“*T thought he was a mighty strong old man,” said the 
crook, feeling of his throat, which still ached from the 
effects of the detective’s grasp. 

“Shtrong,” said the officer; “he could break yees in 
two pieces wid one hand.” 

-In the meantime, Nick was proceeding rapidly on his 
way. : ; 

The place he sought was quite a distance up town, so he 
took a carriage and drove around by his own residence, 
where he dismissed the vehicle. 

A few minutes later he emerged from the house, dressed 
as an ordinary mechanic. 

In his hand he carried a bag containing a number of 

tools used by gas-fitters: 

When he reached the house he sought, be was surprised 
to find it a magnificent residence. 

The first floor was brilliantly lighted, and through the 
long windows he could see a finely furnished parlor. 

A richly dressed weman sat by one of the windows gaz- 
ing out on the street. = 

Nick ran lightly up the steps and rang the bell. 


said Nick, after locating 


A man who looked more like a convict than a footman | 


opened the door and looked out. 


“Is this No. 81?” asked Nick, looking at a ecard in his. 


hand. 
“You might have learned that by looking above the 
door,” said the fellow, gruffly. 


“Don’t get huffy, old man,” said Nick, pleasantly. | 


“T’ve got to take a look at your gas fixtures.” 

He carelessly rattled the tools in his bag as he spoke. 

“You'll have to come some other time,” said the fellow. 
“The boss don’t allow strangers in the house when he’s 
away.” 

“Allright,” said the detective. “If I don’t get in now 
your gas will be shut off as soon asI reach the office. 
There’s a big leak up here somewhere, and I’ve got to 
find it.” 

The fellow hesitated. 

‘How long will it take?” he asked. 

“Can't say.” 

The fellow stepped back. : 

‘“‘Come in,” he said. “I’ll run the risk. The boss would 
make a big kick if the gas should be turned off.” 

The detective stepped inside, set down his bag, and 
asked for a small step-ladder. 

The fellow grumbled, but went away to get one. 

Nick stood in the hall and waited for him to return. — 

The fellow, however, did not go directly to the base- 
ment for the step-ladder. 

Instead, he went to a room on the first floor, in the rear, 
and spoke to two men who were lounging and smoking 
there. 

“You’d better keep within call,” he said. “There’s a 

_ bloke in the hall who wants to look at the gas fixtures.” 

‘*Let him look,” said one of the men. 

“Fire him out,” said the other. : a 
“He says he'll have to shut off the gas if he ain’t al- 

owed to inspect the fixtures,” replied the footman, “and 


If | 


‘I ain’t goin’ to take any chances on gettin’ a cussin’ from 
the boss. I’m goin’ to let him go through the house, but. 
I’m goin’ to keep with him.. I want you chaps within 
reach if anything happens.” 

“'There’s a better way than that,” said one of the men. 
“Keep him in sight, but don’t let him know he’s watched. 
Then if there’s anything crooked about him, you'll find 
it out.” : 

“T guess that is the way to do it,” said the footman. 
“You chaps want to keep within reach, just the same, 
though.” 2 

‘‘Have you told Lizzie?” asked one of the men. 

4¢ No.” : 2 

“Then you’d better doit. She’s got more sense than a 
hundred chumps like us.” 

“That’s right,” said the footman, hastening away after 
the ladder. 

When he returned to the hall, Nick was there, waiting 
impatiently for him. Se 

“You've been long enough about it,” he said. 
to get home some time to-night.” 

The detective stepped into the parlor first, and the 
woman he had seen sitting by the window arose to retire. 

The footman stepped into the hall with her, and they 
stocd there talking in low tones while Nick made a pre- 
tense of inspecting the gas fixtures in the parlor. 

He finally declared everything right there, and went in 
turn into every room on that floor, the footman going 
with-him. 

The detective was anxious to get through with that floor, 
‘for he did not expect to find the man he was looking for 
concealed there. 

The footman accompanied him to the next floor and 
then turned back. 
| “] Hain’t gut any more time to waste,” he said. ‘Go 
‘through these rooms, an’ then I'll take you to the base- 
ment.” 

Thus far, the only suspicious thing Nick had encoun- 
tered was the tobacco smoke in the room where the men 
/had been sitting. 

He knew that in well-regulated houses of that descrip- 
tion men were not allowed to smoke so near the parlors. 

Nick went through one room after the other, but every- 
thing appeared to be straight and regular. 

When he reached the last room on.the floor, he saw 
that a woman was gazing timidly at him from the head 
of the stairs. 

It was the woman he had seen in the parlor. 

Finally she approached him, holding a sealed letter in 
-her hand. 5 
“Will you drop this in a box when you go out?” she 
-asked, glancing fearfully in all directions as she spoke. 
“J don’t mix up in other people’s affairs,” replied Nick, 
on his guard in an instant. ‘‘Why don’t you mail it your- 
self?” 

“They won't let me. Iam not allowed to leave the 
house.” . Sag 

“Mhen give it to the postman when he comes.” 

“The man you saw is always in the hall.” 

“Now,” thought. the detective, “this woman is either a 
prisoner, or a very cunning member of the gang. I won- 
der what I had better do?” 

He finally decided to question the woman. 

“Why do they keep you here?” he asked. 

“Because my brother is a bad man.” 

‘Ah! Shall I send the police in when I go out?” 
“No; I don’t want to get him into trouble. 
want to get away from this horrid place.” 

“Do they make a habit of keeping people here against 
their will?” asked the detective. 

“T can’t tell you, sir. ‘Will you mail my letter %” 

Nick took the letter into his hand. 

It was addressed to a business man on Broadway. 

“Yes,” said Nick, ‘Ill mail it, buf you mustn't be seen 
here unless you want to get me into trouble.” 

The woman thanked him and hastened away. 

When the detective got to the last room on the west 
side of the upper hall, he saw that if was considerably 
smaller than the one directly opposite. although, accord- 
ing to the plan of the house, it should have been of the 


game size. 
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He paced the room east and west, and saw that it was 
about-four feet short. 

“ Just room enough for a secret stair-way,” he muttered. 
“Now I wonder how they get into it?” 

It was not a closet, for there was no way to get into it. 

The west wallof the room was supposed to be the west 
wall of the house, but it was not. 

Closing the door and turning the gas on full head, the 
detective took his microscope from his pocket and got 
down on the carpet on his hands and knees. 

After a brief examination of the threads of the carpet, 
he found what he was looking for. 

On a straight line from the door to the north-west cor- 
ner of the room, the carpet was worn more than in any 
other place. | 

“That shows,” muttered tne detective, ‘‘that the secret 
dooris in that corner. The fellows here don’t understand 
that even a carpet can talk sometimes.” 

Without the aid of his microscope, however, he could 
never have detected the faint pathway across the carpet. 

He pounded softly on the wall at the point where the 
pathway seemed to end, and was rewarded by hearing a 
hollow sound. 

“There is no doubt that there is a stair-way here,” he 
thought, ‘‘but I have no means of knowing whether it 
leads to a room in the roof or a room in the basement. fe 

This was an important point, 

1f the secret room wasin the roof he must discover it 
before he went down stairs, for there would be no good 
reason for returning to the upper floor, having, presuma- 
bly, completed his work there. 

He examined the wall with his glass, but there seemed } 
to be no break in it. 

The whole thing seemed mysterious. 

It was not remarkable that there should be a secret 
stair-way in a residence like the one he was in. 

There were thousands of secret staircases in the fine | 
residences of New York; in fact, there were several in| 
his own house, but it was a new thing to have the means 
of aecess to itso securely hidden. 

Presently. he got down on the car pet again with his | 
glass, then the mystery was solved. | 

He found four narrow marks running from the wall in| 
semicircles into the room, the one by the north wall: 
being longest. 

The wall, a light one supplied with tiny wheels, was) 
constructed so as to swing into the room like a door, the. 
hinges being ut the south corner. ze 

The four marks on the carpet were the marks of the| 
four wheels on which the wall moved. 

Then he heard-a noise at the door, but did not look in| 
that direction. He knew without doing so that some one | 
was there watching him. 

AB his actions there had doubtless been observed. 

As coolly as he ever did anything in his life, he picked 
up his bag of tools, turned out the gas, and stepped into 
the hall. 

The woman and the footman stood before him. 
‘““There’s an extra room behind that wall,” he said, 


| 


calmly. “Is it lighted with gas?” 
The very audacity of the question protected him for the 
time being. 


CHAPTER VI. 
A BOX OF BONES. 


_——— 


With an oath, the fellow stepped to the door, and 


opened it. 

As he did so, Nick saw that there was a four- foot entry 
beyond the door, corresponding with the width of the 
secret staircase. 

The stairs ran clear to the basement floor, then, and 
ended in avery small room, little better than a dungeon. 

The dog ran barking, and wagging his tail, into the 
kitchen, and went directly to a box sitting on the floor 
against the west wall. 

A crunching sound told the detective that the brute was 
gnawing bones. 

Glancing in that direction, he saw that the box was 
partially filled with what seemed tobe the remains of a 
meal. 

The detective pronounced the gas fixtures there all 
right, and turned toward the stairs. 

At that moment, the woman, and two men, entered the 
kitchen. 

Almost before Nick knew what had happened, he found 
himself gazing at the shining barrels of two revolvers. 

“Throw up your hands,” one of the men said, gruffly. 

Nick obeyed without a word. 

“See if he’s gota gun,” said the man, in a moment. 

The footman stepped forward, and removed Nick’s 
weapons. 

“T should say he had a gun,” he said. 

Nick was as cool as ever. 

He had every confidence in his ability to get out of the 
place, but, of course, he had formed no plan. 

“Tt looks bad for the fellow,” said the woman. 

“What does this mean?” demanded the detective. 

“Tt means,” was the reply, “that you are eaught, and 
that you’ll stay right here until the boss comes home.” 

“You must think I’m a robber,” said Nick. 

‘No matter what we think,” was the reply. “You've 
been actin’ suspicious, and we’ve decided to keep you 
here a little while. When the boss comes, he can let you 
go if he wants to.” = 

‘And if I refuse?” 

“You'll get a dose of lead the first move you make.” 

Nick threw himself carelessly into a chair. 

“ What time does the buss get home?” he asked. 
have to pay mea dollar for every hour I stay here. 


“He'll 
I’m 


| workin’ over time now.’ 


The dog stopped gnawing at the bones in the box, and 
stood looking, with hungry eyes, towar da par ticular spot 


/on the wall. 


One of the men gave him a kick, and he went howling 
out of the room. 

Then they heard the front door close with a bang, and, 
before long, a voice called out: 

“Where are you al] ?” 

“That’s the boss,” said one of the men. 
stairs, you two, and I'll stay here.” 

Nick was seated so close to the front door of the 
kitchen, that he had to move to let them pass out. 

In doing so, they left the door ajar. 

The fellow who sat, revolver in hand, watching the de- 
tective, was close to the rear door. 

The_ result was, that when the people up stairs began 
talking i in the hall, the sharp ears of the detective could 
hear what they were say ing, while his guard could barely 
distinguish the hum of voices. 

The woman’s story of what. had taken place, was soon 
told, and then the leader of the gang began to curse them 


“Go on up 


Much to his surprise, the detective was allowed to pass} for letting the seeming gas inspector into the house. 


into the basement on his pretended mission, without be- 
ing molested. 


‘Weve been watched all day,” he said, ‘‘and I came 
up here to see that all was right.. -You’ve done a bright 


“Phey don’t know what to make of me,” he thought, | thing.” 


with a smile, 1s he reached the lower floor. 
There was a large dining-room in front, but the re- 


“Do you want to see him?” asked the woman. 
“Not now. Keep him here. Kill him if he tries any 


mainder of the floor was devoted to the kitchen, the; monkey work. -I will havea look at him when I get my 


laundry, and numerous pantries and closets. 

The fellow who had accompanied him to the upper floor 
kept close to his side now. 

The kitchen was on the north side, in the rear, 
detective reached that last. . 

As he entered the room, and approached the gas-jet, he 
heard the whine of a dog at the back door, which was 
next to the south wail of the kitchen. 


and the is to be at the saloon in half an hour. 


against you. 


fish landed.” 

“Got another sucker?” asked the man. 

“Ves; he’s got ten thousand in currency with him. He 
I want Chet to 
come down there after a little while and tackle him.” 

“Tackle him? How ?” 

“Try to work ‘hiny, Then Il) step in, and warn him 
That will make me solid.” 


a 


f 
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“T see; but how am I to know him ?” $ 


went into the saloon, and Nick and the stranger turned 


“He’s to meet me there to finish a land deal.. He’s a| toward the nearest police-station. 


drinking man, so it was easy to get him to go to the sa- 
loon. He’s about my size, stoop shouldered, long red hair, 
and beard, red nose, wears a soft hat, and a diamond pin. 
Think you can pick him out?” 

““What kind of clothes does he wear?” 

‘A blue sack coat, and baggy trousers.” 

“Allright. Dll find him.” — aoe 

““How’s the other fellow?” asked Charley, in- a mo- 
ment. 


“Quiet,” was the reply. “Shall I go down with you?” 
“Come to think of it, you may as well. Then there can 
be no mistake made. Ill point him out from the door, 
nd will follow you in after you have had time to tackle 
im.” 


Chet passed down the basement stairs, and called out 
to his chum: 

“I’m goin’ away. You take care of that bloke.” 

‘““All right,” was the reply. 

“T struck a gold mine when I got in here,” thought the 
detective, “but I don’t see how I am to get out.” 

Ina moment, he heard the front door close, and then 
the woman made her appearance. : 

She carried a bottle and a glass in her hands. 

“I thought I’d bring you a drink,” she said to the 
crook. i 

rhe fellow drank greedily, and then pointed toward 
Nick. 

“Give him one, too,” he said. 

The keen eyes of the detective saw the woman put 
something in the glass before she poured in the liquor. 

“That’s ‘knock out,’ all right enough,” he thought. 


\. He took the glass, however, and seemed to swallow the 
stuff. 


Instead of doing so, he held it in his mouth a moment, 
and was then seized with a fit of coughing. 

He went to the sink for a glass of water, and got rid of 
the stuff. 

‘It’s rather stronger than I’m used to,” he said. 

The woman smiled, and went away. 

Presently, Nick began to nod. 

In five minutes he dropped off the chair on the floor. 

Then the crook arose, and touched him with his foot. 

“That woman is worth her weight in gold,” he said. 
“He’s all right until morning now, and that’s enough 
sight better than sitting here watching him.” 

The fellow locked the back door turned out the gas, 
and went off up stairs. 


“‘He has lots of confidence in the drug,” thought Nick, 
arising to his feet, and unlocking the door. ' 

He locked the door after him, as he passed out, and 
made all haste to the street. 

“First,” he muttered, “I’ve got to find Chick. 


H’ll be 


_ around the saloon somewhere. I hope I can get there be- 
- fore the sucker goes into the place. 


“About Charley’s size, blue suit, with sack coat, and 


_ baggy trousers, red hair, and beard, red nose, soft hat, 


and diamond pin. We can fix that easily enough.” 

While the man and woman, who had been left to guard 
the seeming gas inspector, were enjoying themselves in 
the parlor, their prisuner was hastening down town ina 
hack. © 


As he supposed, Nick found his assistant, dressed as a 
sailor, standing in front of the saloon. 

As Nick had shifted his disguise in a dark alley before 
calling the hack, he was perfectly safe in going there. 

He was now dressed as an ordinary business man, and 
wore a long brown beard. - 

After a short talk, Chick was instructed to step around 
the corner a moment, while Nick approached a man who 
was coming down the street. f 

Chick did as requested, and in a very short time Nick 
made his apppearance with the man who wanted to buy 
land. — 

He started back at the sight of Chick, who had now re- 
appeared dressed exactly like himself. 

“T don’t know whether I am myself or that other fel- 
low,” he said, with a nervous laugh. 

The men talked together for a moment, and then Chick 


Feet was only a moment behind Chick, in entering the 
saloon. 

He at once approached the seeming land buyer, and 
proposed a game of cards, ‘‘just for fun.” 

Chick consented, and the two men sat down at a table, 

Before the first game was over, Charley entered the 
place. 

He wore a broadcloth suit, a silk hat, and diamonds. 

“TI want to see you a moment,” he said to Chick. 

The detective stepped aside with him. 

“Do you know who that is you are playing cards with ?” 
asked Charley. 

Chick shook his head. 

“It is one of the worst confidence men in New York. fT 
am glad I came in just as I did.” 

‘“Why do they allow such people in here?” asked Chick. 

Charley started. 

‘“What’s the matter with your voice?” he asked. 

“Nothing,” was the reply. ‘I was a bit hoarse this 
afternoon, but I am all right now.” 

Chick’s voice was unusually soft and low, while the 
stranger talked like a man who was used to speaking in 
the open air. 

The crook seemed satisfied. 

““T presume they don’t know him here,” he said, in an- - 
swer to Chick’s question. “I'll tell the bartender, and 
have him put out.” 

“Don’t do that,” said Chick. 
Let him remain, if he wants to.” 

; All right,” said Charley. “Now let us get down to 
business. Perhaps we had better have a private room.” 

“Do they have private rooms here?” asked Chick. 

“Only for their friends,” was the reply. 

“Call the crook in, and let him have a drink with us,” 
said Chick. “I like to meet such fellows.” 

The real motive of the detective was to implicate Chet 
in the plot which had been decided upon by the crooks. 

Charley called to his confederate, and the three men 
went into the room behind the bear. 

Charley was nervous, and seemed to be in a hurry to 
have the thing over with. . 

He was afraid that the officers, who had visited the 
place in disguise that afternoon, would return. 

He knew of no_other place to carry out his plans, or he 
would have changed the appointment after having seen — 
the detectives. 

The date with the land buyer had been made before his 
visit to the broker’s office. 

“Well,” he said, as soon as they were seated in the 
private room, “we may as well have a drink to start 
with.” 

Chick nodded, and the fellow gave the order, with a ~ 
wink. 


““No harm has been done. 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE SECRET STAIRCASE. 


Nick’s visit to the police-station was for the purpose of 
securing the assistance of two policemen. 

“Certainly,” said the captain, in charge, shaking the 
detective heartily by the hand. “You may have a dozen 
if you can use them.” 

“Two will be sufficient,” said Nick. ‘‘They will not-be 
called upon to make arrests. I only want them on hand 
in case the crooks in the saloon act ugly.” 

The captain smiled. é 

“You area great man to make your own arrests,” he 
said. 

“By the way,” said Nick, “if you have any men out on 
the Harry White case, you may as well cal] them in.” 

“Have you found him?” asked the captain, in aston- 
ishment. : 

“ec Yes.” 

“Where ¢” 

“Up town.” 

“ Alive and well?” 

“Alive,” was the reply, “but a little off his feed, I 
should say. I saw a dog devouring the greater part of 
his supper to-night.” 


—_ 
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“A dog? What do you mean?” At that instant, the detective’s hand touched a SPEne: 
“T haven't time to tell you now,” said Nick. ‘‘You shall , and a small door swung open. 
hear the whole story in the morning.” The opening was hardly a a foot square. 
“ Have you seen him?” “We can’t get through that,” said Chick. 
NG Without replying, Nick reached his hand into the 
“Then. what is it about the dog?” opening. 


“Well,” said Nick, “I poked around a certain placea| It came in contact with a hard, smuoth surface. 
long time and only suspected. Then a hungry dog came| “There’s a double door,” he said, “probably to deaden 
along, and pointed him out.” the sound. The place is used to pass food in and out.” 

‘‘You’re a queer fellow, Nick Carter,” said the captain, | He rapped on it lightly with his EnuEIOE giving the 
“but you are very successful, so that settles the score,” signal of a well-known secret society. “ 

After directing the two policemen where to go, Nick| In amoment, an answering signal came from the other 


left the station, and went directly to the saloon. side. 

He had left the land buyer at the station, and so he en-| Nick kept at work with his fingers, and presently he 
tered the place alone. found a spring, and opened the door. 

As usual, at that hour of the night, the room was full; ‘ Who’s there?” he asked. 
of crooks of every grade. ‘““Harry White.” 


Seeing that the policemen were at the door, Nick| The two detectives paused long enough to shake’ hands. 
stepped up to the end of the bar, and stood close by the What sort of quarters have you in there?” asked 


door leading to the private room. Nick. : 
At that instant, he heard Chick's voice. Mighty small. : 
“ Here's to the deal,” he said. ‘‘Keep quiet. We'll be there in a second.” 
Nick sprang against the door, and forced it open. Nick closed the door, and turned away. 
Chick sat with the glass of drugged liquor in his hand, “Now,” he said, “Charley is liable to be here any mo- 
ready to drink. ment, and we have some quick work to do. Take off your 
The crooks sprang to their feet, but in a moment, they shoes.” : : : : 
were covered by Nick’s revolver. The detectives-were soon in their stocking feet... : 
The ifght went out, leaving the room in darkness. “We've got to go up two pairs of stairs,” explained 
The detective sprang forward, and grappled with the| Nick, “and pass through a long hall. If we are caught, 
first man he came te. It was Chet. make a grab at the fellows, and shoot if you have to. 
There was a commotion outside, and then the detect-| There is no knowing how many crooks there are in the 
ives heard the loud tones of one of the officers. house.” : : se 
“Kape shtill, every won of yees,” he said. The detectives got to the second floor without being 
Then the form. of one of the officers appeared at Looe ‘ 
broken door. : -On the way up they heard a man and woman talking 
“Light the gas, quick,” shouted Niek. ‘in the parlor, but they seemed to ‘suspect nothing. 
The. order was obeyed, and then it was seen that} Once in the room of the swinging wall, Nick drew out 
Charley bad escaped. his dark lantern, and examined the molding at the top of | 
An open door told the story. the mopboard. 


Even the sharp eyes of Chick had not before discovered! “Wind a place on the board that looks dirty from fre- 
this door, for it was hidden‘in the wall, and looked like a| quent handling,” he said, ‘“‘and you'll find a spring.” 


part of it. “Do you mean to say,” said Chick, ‘‘that this is the 

Gal wae tuned eerie the policeman, and the two/| way into that den in the basement?” 
detectives dashed out of the place. “Yes. Ah, here is the spring.” 

“Where now ?” asked Chick. Nick pulled the door toward him as he spoke. 

“To Charley’s house,” was the reply. “Wemust get| Chick’s eyes bulged out when he saw the whole wall 
there before he does.” advancing upon him. 

A carriage was called, and the detectives dashed north-! “New scheme, isn’t it?” asked Nick, with a smile. 
ward. “You see, the crooks fixed it in this way so the wall 

“Ts young White there?” asked Chick. would show no door crack.” 

“Yes, but if we don't get there before Charley does, the| Nick stepped inside, and flashed the light of his lantern 
pr obabilities are that he will be murder ed,” - labout the narrow place. 

Half a block from the house the vehicle was halted, and| A flight of stairs ran south to the first floor, where there 
the detectives got out. was a small landing, then another flight ran north to the 


After paying the driver liberally, they dodged into the | basement floor. 
alley back of the house, and were soon at the kitchen} When the light filled the place, a figure was seen on 


door. the landing. : 
Nick softly unlocked the door, and entered. — In a moment, Harry White stood before the detectives. 
Then he crept to the front door of the room, and lis-| Just then the front door was heard to close with a 
tened. bang, and then a rush of feet was heard on the stairs. 
“‘T can hear them talking,” he said, in a moment, “‘and|. Nick drew White out of the place, and the three men 
everything seems to be quiet.” . hastened to the room across the hall. 
“Then Charley has not returned ?” . In a moment, Charley, the footman, the tough who had 
“Probably not. We came pretty fast.” =-s | been left to guard the prisoner, and the woman, made 
‘‘Are you sure he will come here?” _ their appearance. : 
‘‘Reasonably sure, yes.” They went directly to the room from which the secret 
Nick produced his dark lantern, and walked to the place| staircase opened, and Charley bent over to find the 
where the dog had eaten his supper. spring, Nick having closed the huge door. 
“The first thing,” he said, ‘is to find out about this| ‘‘It’s all up with us,” said Charley. ‘‘The coppers are 
place.” onto us bigger than a mountain, and we’ve got to do for 
“T+ looks like a very common wall,” said Chick. young White, and get out of the city.” 
“But,” said Nick, feeling around with his hand,| “They ec can’t find this place,” said the woman. 
“‘there’s an opening here, somewhere.” “Then the fellow would starve,” was the impatient re- 
“What makes you think so?” |ply. “It will be weeks before it will be safe to come back — 


“Because these bones came out of there, and because I | here.” 
saw a dog looking up here for more to come out.” The leader opened the door as he spoke, and motioned 

“T guess you’re going crazy,” said Chick. to the two men to enter. 

“Tf we don’t find Harry White behind this wall,” said “He may make a fight,” he said. “Anyway, three are 
Nick, in a moment, ‘we won’t find him at all. Feel better than one in such a-job.” ; : 
around here, and see if you can find a spring.” ‘ Then he turned to the woman. : 


, acraneee 
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_ “Go down to the basement,” he said, “and pour enough 
stuff down that chump’s throat to kill him.” 
The woman turned away. _ 
Then the two detectives crept softly into the room. 
_. The three men had reached the landing, and were 
swearing fiercely because their prisoner was not in 
sight. : 
VU murder every man that had anything to do with 
“this business,” said Charley. 
—~ “Oh, no, you won’t.” 
Nick shoved his head into the opening for an instant, 
and then closed the door with a bang. 
The crooks were caught in their own trap! 
Then the detectives extinguished the light, and waited 
for the woman to return from the basement. 


Before long they heard her tearing up the stairs, three 


steps at a jump. 
_ “He’s gone!” she shouted, springing into the room. 

In a moment she was secured, and the gas turned on. 

“No, he isn’t,” said Nick. “He’s here.” 

“Where are the men I left here?” demanded the 
woman, with flashing eyes. 

Nick pointed to the secret stairs. 

“They have retired from business for the present,” he 
said. 

““Where’s the prisoner?” she asked. 


Harry White stepped forward, looking a trifle pale, but. 


seemingly in good health. 
“He traded places with Charley and his gang,” said | 
Nick. Sate 
“You're a devil,” shouted the woman. 
killed you when I gave you that letter.” 
Nick took the letter from his pocket, and tore it open. 
It contained a blank piece of paper. 
“You suspected me,” said Nick, “and thought I'd give 
myself away when you asked for assistance,” he said. 
“Of course I did. What are you going to do with those. 
men ?” = 


“T wish I had 


footman had severely wounded each other in their blind 


rage, and had to be carried out. 
“Well! Charley, you are a pretty clever villain,” said 
| Nick, “but you made a bad break when you pawned that 
meerschaum pipe. This gave me the first proof that some 
crooked work was going on.” 
| “No one but Nick Carter would have been so deviligh 
smart,” was the surly reply. 
| Before midnight all were landed at police headquarters, 
and Harry White was sent away to his uncle’s residence. 
“I suppose I have been a great chump,” he said, as he 
'Shook hands with the detectives, at parting, ‘‘but the fel- 
low completely fooled me with his cowboy manners, and 
his knowledge of the West. You see I have been a little 
lonesome here, and I took to the swindler right away. I 
have a notion that I had better go back to the plains.” 
“You'll know better next time,” said Nick, with a 
smile. 
“There wouldn’t have been any next time if it hadn’t 


{ 


| “It was easy enough,” said the detective. ‘‘First, the 
crooks put the pipe in a pawnshop, and I found it there. 
It is a place where the kind of people we were after do 


_business, and so I went. there almost the first thing. Next, 
i they sent that-note, and that settled it. 


It was all a mat- 
ter of detail then.” 

After remaining in New York until his business affairs 
were in good shape, Harry went West again, and to this 
day, he will go a long distance out of his way to help cap- 


i ture a New York crook. 


He remembers very distinctly the days in the dungeon. 

He had enough to eat there, it is true, but it wasa 
dreary place for all that. 

When Charley was searched at the station-house, most 
of the stolen money was recovered, and turned over to 


_Harry, who declared upon receiving it, that he never 


knew when it was taken away, he having been drugged 
and robbed after the old “Peter Player” style. 


“Send them over the road, of course.” 

The three men, after seeing that the wall was securely | 
fastened, so that it could not be opened from the inside, | 
hastened to the basement, taking the woman with them. | 

On the way down they bolted and locked the front 
door. 

After reaching the kitchen they opened the doors con- 
necting with the den under the stairs. 

“How do you like it?” asked Nick. 

“Let us out or we'll have your life,” shouted Charley. | 

“Pass your weapons out here,” said Nick, “and we'll 
let you out one at a time. Youallhave an engagement at’ 
Sing Sing.” 

“It wasn’t me,” said the trembling voice of the foot- | 


When Charley’s house was searched, Harry’s white hat 
was foand, and Nick now counts it one of his most valtia- 
ble trophies. 

The house was found to contain many secret rooms, 
and passages, nearly all of which were filled with stolen 


| goods. 


The broker was wild with delight at the return of his 
nephew, and Nick received one of the largest rewards on 
record for his good work on the case. 

The land buyer also presented the detectives with hand- 
some mementoes of the occasion of their first meeting, 

“T should have been robbed only for you,” he said, and 
the detectives could not dispute him. 

Nick was as good as his word, and secured the release 


‘been for you,” was the reply. ‘‘I don’t see how you did it.” 


man. “Charley got him away, stole his clothes, pawned. of the crook who had given him the information about the 


his pipe, and locked him up in this place. Let me out and 
~ TH tell all I know.” é 
“Curse you,” shouted Charley. ‘‘You will not live to do 
that.” 
- There was a struggle inside, followed by two pistol- 
~ ghots. Then the third crook said : 
“They’ve killed each other. Let me out.” 

“Take all their weapons and push them through the 
hole,” commanded the detective. = 
Six revolvers and three knives were passed through. 

“You’re a coward,” shrieked the woman. “You had a 
chance to kill this devil when you had him in your hack, 
but you were afraid, and took him to the saloon. I wish I 
had you by the throat.” 


“Yes,” said Nick, ‘the did have a fine chance there. 
The taking of that hack was a mistake.” 

“It would have been a mistake if I had been there,” 
said the woman. | 

“Chet, on the hack ahead, signaled for me to take him 
to the saloon,” said the ex-hackman. 

“Then the mistakes were not all on my side,” said Nick. | 

The detectives went up stairs, and swung back the- 
sliding wall, standing all the time with their revolvers 
ready for use, for fear of some trick on the part of the 
crooks. = ; 

The ex-hackman came out first, holding up his hands to 
show that he meant no mischief, but) Charley and the 


‘house, but the act of clemency did little good, for he was 
| Soon arrested for burglary, and given a long term at Sing 
‘Sing. 

Charley and the footman recovered from their wounds, 
'and were sentenced to long terms in prison, as were also 
Chet and the ex-hackman. 

The woman was not dealt so harshly with, but went 
away declaring that she would yet make a play for even 
with Nick Carter. pone 

‘The tough saloon was broken up, and this scattered the 
| gang so thoroughly, that the officers had comparatively 
-an easy time for weeks. 

The confidential clerk, the cashier, and the boy messen- 
ger at the broker's office all still declare that Nick Carter 
is only balf human, remembering, doubtless, the many 
different rigs, at least one of them saw him in, and the 
sudden change made at the office. 

But Nick keeps right on at his work, and will continue 
to bring crooks to justice as long as he can do it by tire- 
less activity. 


[THE END. ] 


The Nick Carter Liprary has the largest circulation 
of any Library ever published. 


“Tin PATH OF A BULLET ; or, A PuzzLE or Five Pis- 
TOLS,” by the author of ‘‘Nick Carter,” will be published 
in the next number(131) of the Nick CarRTER LIBRARY. 


No. 


et 
No. 


No. 


16 


NICK CA RP ER J 


WECE CAR ZTER IEEE 


LIBR ARY. 


No. 130 


sRARYW 


THE BEST FIVE CENT LIBRARY OF DETECTIVE STORIES. 
ISSUED EVERY SATURDAY. 


46—THE GOLD BRICK SWINDLERS; Or, NIck CARTER 8 
GREAT Exposurn. By the Author of “Nick Carter.’ 

47—NICK CARTER ON THE BOWE Ry eOR: Tue ‘TeRRORS OF 
Ont Nicur. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.’ 

48—NICK CARTER’S HANDIC AP; Or, Won In A CANTER. 
the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

49 BOLD MASKED ROBBERS; Or, Nick CartTsnr’s 
Conruict. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 


By 


LIvELY 


No, 50—NICK CARTER’S FIGHT FOR LIFE; Or, Tue Minuionamr’s 


No, 51—JUDGE LYNCH’S MISTAKE; On, 
No. 
No. 

. 54—TRICKED AND 


Yo. 60—A 


No. 65 


« 75—THE 


No. 77.—BAGGAGE’ CHECK x623 ; 


.55—ROBBED BY RIVER PIRATES ; 


.57—A MYSTERY OF THE SURF; Or, 


. 59-—NICK CARTER AT SING SING ; 


. 61—THE GREAT 


. 62—SHOT 


. 64,- 


. 66 
. 67.—THE 
. 68--HER SHREWD DOUBLE or, 


. 10—NICK CARTER IN PITTSBURGH 


. T11—THE SUBURBAN SAFE CRACKERS ; 
. 72—MURDERED FOR REVENGE ; on, Nick 


. 76—A MURDER IN THE SNOW: 


By the Author of “Nick Carter,” 

Nick Carter’s SEARCH 

For A Murprerrer. By the Authorof ‘Nick Carter.” 

A BOLD BANK ROBBERY ; Or, Nick Carver's Great Haut, 

By the Author of ‘‘ Nick Carter.” 

58—NICK CARTER IN WALL STREBT ; Or, 'TRackine-« StoLEn 
Forrune. By the author of .“Nick Carter.” 

TRAPPED ; On, Nick Carter’s GREEN 

By the author of ‘‘ Nick Carter.” 

Or, Nick Carter AmMone 

By the author of ‘“‘Nick Carter.” 


NEMESIS. 


52— 


Goops Haut. 


THE Warr Rats. 


, 56—A DARING DEED; Or, Nick Carter SOLVING THE OAKLAND 


By the author of ‘“‘Nick Carter.’ 
Nick CARTER At CoNnEY 
By the author of “Nick Carter.’ 


MYSTERY. 


ISLAND. 


_58—NICK CARTER IN CHINATOWN ; On, THe Doyers StrEET 


By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
Or, In Hor Pursvir OF 
By the author of ‘* Nick Carter.’ 


CRIMINALS, 
AN ESCAPED CRIMINAL. 


By the author of ‘‘ Nick Carter.’ 

BANK HOLD UP IN DENVER; Or. Nick 

Carter's Dirricutr Cass. By the auther of ‘‘ Nick Carter.” 

WITH A ROULETTE BALL; Or, Nick Carrer 
Amone Tue Gausiers. By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 

3 —THE SIX ACES; Or, Exposine a Great Swinpie. By the 

author of “Nick Carter.” 

-THE GREAT GREEN GOODS SWINDLE; Or, Nick 

Carter's CueveR Catcu. By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

—THREE OF A KIND; Or, Nick Carrrr’s Winnine Hann. By 

the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
—THE SNAKE BROOCH ; or, Nick Carter's Srartiine Dis- 
covery. By the author of ‘‘ Nick Carter.” 

DALTON GANG WIPED OUT; on, Nick Cantrex’s 

By. the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

Nick Carter's Lapy Assist- 
ant at Work. By the author of ‘‘ Nick Carter.” 

69.—THE HYPNOTIST’S VICTIM; ox, Nick CaRTER’S Comptti- 
cATED CaAsE. By the author of “Nick Carter,’ 

; on, EscaPED From J Aru. 


NEw York. 


Deapiy Riruez. 


By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 

or, Nick Cartrr’s 
By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

CaRtTEeR’s PEcuLIAR 


MarcHuEss SKILL. 


Casr. Ry the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
73—A CLEVER CRIMINAL; or, Nicx _CARTER'S 
Crew. By the author of “Nic k ( Carter.’ 


FortTuNATE 


Great Success. By the-author ‘Nick Carter.” 

CINCINNATI BANK SWINDLE; on, Nick Carrmr’s 

By the author of. “Nick Carter.” 

or, Nick Carrser’s Curious 

darter, x 

or, Nick Carter  AmMone 
Hore, Swinpiers. By the author of “Nick Carter.” 

78.—THE CONCEALED BOOTY ; or, Nick Carrer’s “irst RATE 
Finp. By the author of ‘Nick Carter, a 


Great ForcEery Case. 


Casn. By the author of ‘Nick ¢ 


THE 


No. 79.—“THE $35, 000 SWINDLE ; or Nick CARTER AND THE InsuR- 


. 80—THE 
No. 8i—TRACKED TO MONTREAL: 
Jo. 82—F ROM. PALACE ‘TO PRISON ; 
fo. 83— 
Vo. 84 


. 88—CHICAGO’S CARNIVAL OF CRIME; or, 


. 85 = 
, 86— 


ance Fraups.” By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
PRINCE OF CROOKS; or, Nic K CARTER’S 
By the author of “Nick Carter.” 

OR, NICK CARTER’S LONG CHASE. 


JLEVER 
ScHEME. 


By the author of “Nick Carter.” 

or, Ntcx Carter’s CAPrurE 
oF A SWELL Crook. By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

THE FREIGHT THIEVES ; or, Nick CaRTER’s Expert Ex- 
posurRE. By the author of “Nick Carter.’ 

THE UNDERGROUND TUNNEL; or, Nick CARTER IN 
Brooxityn. By the author of “Nick Carter.” 

THE TURKISH BATH MYSTERY ; or, Nick Canter Artur 
A Suck Parr, By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 

THE BANK DRAFT RAISER ; or, Nick CartErR’s Caprurs or 
A SurppERy Criminan. By the author of ‘‘Nick. Carter.” 

THE WATCHMAKER’S HAMMER; or, Nick Carrenr’s 
Quick Deciston, By the uuthor of “Nick Carter.” 

Nick CARTER TO 
By the author of ‘“‘Nick Carter.” 


87— 


THE RESCUE. 


 89—LOOTED IN TRANSIT; on, Nick Carrer AmonG THe Bx- 


press Tuizves. By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 


vo. 100 


MYSTERY OF THE RIALTO; Or, Nick CARTER IN| No. 


fo. 110 


No. 114 


No. 


lo. 74—THE LAST OF THE GLENDALE GANG; or, Nick Carrer’s lw >. 118 
0, 


No 


No. 


. 123— 
Vo. 124— 


. 126— 


No. 
No. 131.—THE 


. 90—9 
. 91—THI 


. 96 —THE 


. 98—THE IDENTITY OF DALY ; 
. 99—THE. BOOK-MAKER’S CRIME; 


. 101— 


. 1083—THE LITTLE 


. 106 


2 107— 


. 108 _NICK CARTERS WALK-OVER; 
. 109. 


. J1— 


. 113 


. (1d 


Subko 


. 119—A MURDER IN 


£125 


.127—A STARTLING THEFT 
. 128—NICK CARTER’S LONDON MYSTERY ; Or, 


. 129 


PRICE, FIVE CENTS. 


-19—29 ; or, Nick Carter AND THE Poticy SHARPs. 

author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

COIN CUFF BUTTON; or, Nick Carter AND THE 
Srraneuers. By the author of “Nick Carter. 
THE HIGHWAYMEN SIDE-FRACKED ; or, AN Arremp'r 
To Personate Nick Carter. By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
-THE NEW YORK POST-OFFICE THUGS: on, Roveu 
Work ror Nick Carrer. By the author of “Nick Carrer.’ 
SKIPPED FROM CUSTODY; or, Nick Carrer’s Dove 

Cuasx. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 

—THE LETTER Z; Or, Nick Carrer AMONG tHE CincrinnaTt 
SHares. By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 

ELECTRIC DRILL; Or, Nick Carter Amone THE 
Hicu Power Bureuars. By the author of “Nick Carter.’ 
7—NICK CARTER AT MT. VERNON; on, Tue Otp Razsrt’s 

Paw. By the author of “Nick Carter.” 
or, Nick CARTER’s DiscovERIEs 
By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
or, Nick Canrrrr’s Acct- 
DENTAL Crew. By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
—~NICK CARTER’S GREATEST PUZZLE ; or, THe Srrance 
Farm or Lawyer Drews. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
-THE KNAVE OF DIAMONDS ; Cr, Nick Cartrer’s Worst 
Puzzix. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
102—THE. FOOT-PADS OF THE FAIR; Or, Nick Carrer’s 
QuEEREST Cask. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
KNOCKER-OUT ; Or, Nick Carter AMONG 
THE Perer Prayers. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
104—NICK CARTER AND THE CIRCUS CROOKS; or, Tue 
Greatest SHow on Eartu. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
“THE ELEVATED RATGROAD MYSTERY; or, Nick Car- 
TER’s Great Porsontne Case. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
NICK CARTER’S PRESENCE OF MIND; on, Tux Diamond 
Roppurs Run ro Karrn, By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 
T = MURDER IN THE SLEEPING CAR; or, Nick Car- 
'rer's Ucuy Customer. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 
or, LHe Last oF THE 
GREEN Goons GaNnG. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
-NICK CARTER AFTER BOB DALTON; on, Trackine THE 
GREATEST OUTLAW SINcE JESSE James, By the Author of 
“Nick Carter.” 
-—AMONG THE FIRE-BUGS; or, Nick Cartrr’'s Bravnsr 
Drrep. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
NICK CARTER’S SECOND SIGHT; on, Toe Crime m 
St. Acnres’ Hosprran. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 


By the 
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. 1{2—NICK CARTER AMONG THE POISONERS ; oR, Tus 


Wizarp or Dratu, By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

—THE EES oy "ASSASSIN ; on, Nicx Carren’s SuEN- 

DER Cuew. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 

NICK CAR'TER’S VACATION ; ox, Tue Secrer or 

ANNANDALE TRAGEDY. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 

‘THE GREAT. DETECTIVE’S MASCOT; or,, Nick Car- 

TeR’s Run or Luck. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

THE TRAIN ROBBERY AT KESSLER SWIICH ; or, Nick 

CARTER TO-'THE Ruescun. By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 

NICK CARTER ON TIME; or, A Dummy-Train Horp-Ur. 

By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

THE TRAIN ROBBERS’ WIND-UP; Or, 
SHort Work ar Livineston, 
THE PARK ; or, A Great Day’s Worx 

py Nick Carrer. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

120. NICK CARTER'’S MOUSE TRAP; oz, Tur Caprtre or 
Doc. Hetstonrn’s Notorious Gane. By tke Author of ‘Nick 
Carter.” 

12i1—A TRIO OF BLACKMAILERS ; orn, Nick CarTEeR on THR 
Ricut Srtpz. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

A MILLIONAIRE FRAUD; or, Cavucut sy an Execraic 

Current. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

A DEAD MAN’S HAND; or; Nick Carrer’s MAtcHurss 

Mertuop. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 

THE FATE OF BURGLAR JOE; Or, Nick Carter Un- 

MASKING A VinLLAINous Crook. By the Author of ‘‘Niek 

Carter.” 

—NICK CARTER’S BEST SIX HOURS’ WORK ; Or, Tux 

Occupant oF Room 148. Ly the Author of “Nick Carter.” 

THE HEIR OF DR. QUARTZ; Or, Nicx-Cartsn's Game 

By the Author of ‘“Nick Carter.” 

; Or, Nick CARTER AND. THE SECRET 

By the Author of ‘‘ Nick Carter.” 

‘THE WRoNGs 

By the Author of 


THE 
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Nick Carvren’s 
By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 


or Piots 
AGENTS OF BRAZIL. 


AND VENGEANCE OF A BEAUTIFUL WoMAN. 
‘Nick Carter.” 
—THE EYE OF FIRE; or, Nick Carrer’s Due, Wito THs 
Dramonp-Hunter. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
130—THE MELRSCHAUM PIPE ; or, Nick Cartrer’s Rescun oF 
A Cowsoy. Sy the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
PATH OF A BULLET; or, A Puzziz or Five Prm- 


rots. By the Author of ‘Nick Cartér.”’ 


For sale by all newsdealers at five cents per copy, or sent postpaid on receipt of price. 
STREET & SMITH, Publishers, 
31 ROSE STREET, New York. 


